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PREFACE. 



The Family Circle ! How much is involved 
in the character of its scenes and associations ! 
It is here that human beings find their sweetest 
enjoyments and their severest trials. It is here 
that the best affections and the worst passions are 
chiefly developed and strengthened. It is here 
that mind, of every grade, is principally educated, 
and the happiness of each soul secured or de- 
stroyed, for both the present and the future life ! 

The most important element in domestic edu- 
cation, is lovb.' There can be no religion with- 
out this, — no happiness where this is wanting. 
It is love that gives to the family 

'The only bliss 
Of Paradise that has survived the ftlL' 

It is this, which binds the happy group together, 
as with a golden chain — this that infuses sweet- 
ness into every cup of sorrow — this that renders 
the family circle a miniature representation of 
heaven. If writers on the relative duties con- 
stantly recognized this fact, the discussions of 
many would be less prolix, and their suggestions 
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lesj particular. Love does not reason much, but 
she teaches admirably. Let her sway the family, 
and essayists may better employ their pens than 
in attempts to improve her discipline. The great- 
est safeguard of human morals, the most effectual 
promoter of human virtue, is the love of home ; 
strong parental, filial, fraternal, and conjugal 
affection. 

To strengthen this love — to make yet more dear 
household names and family ties — is the design 
of this little volume. Its admonitions and precepts 
are few. Its practicalness lies in its, spirit. It is 
a compilation to please ; and thus, imperceptibly, 
to instruct and improve. Parents, let your chil- 
dren read these fragments, culled from the treas- 
ures of literature : they will think more of home, 
and of you. Brother, this will be a delightful 
token for your sister. Son, if you go home to 
* Thanksgiving ' or to ' Christmas,' take this with 
you, as a testimony of affection, to your parents. 
But as for the Editor, he will give it, first of all, 
to her — 



* Companion of hit calmest, happiest hours, 
Dear partner of his home-felt joys and cares. 

For whom, in silent thought, his spirit pours 
Its glad thanksgivings and incessant prayers.' 
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THE FAMILY CIRCLE. 



forced, that there is a charm in the words 
'parent/ 'father,' 'mother,' 'brother,' 'sis- 
ter,' ' husband,' ' wife,' and ' child ? ' Sorely 
there is none. Even instinct here is stronger 
and more perfect than philosophy ; it is, be- 
sides, more universal, and operates as a set- 
tled law of the moral universe. To it are to 
be referred many of the purest sentiments and 
passions of which our nature is susceptible ; 
and from it are derived some of its choicest 
sensibilities. 

It matters not where that concentration of 
all sweet remembrances called 'home' is 
fixed ; the mind is spell-bound by the thought. 
It may be in the midst of Afric's burning 
sands, or among the ices of the pole ; it may 
be in the haunts of barbarism, or the refine- 
ments of civilization ; it may be in the crowd- 
ed city, or rustic village ; on the mountain's 
top, or in the lowly vale ; still it is home — 
the best of fancy's images, the richest of 
reality's enjoyments. Nothing, in fact, is 
more wonderful or cheering to contemplate, 
than the total independence of this one great 
possession of every other, and of all external 
circumstances. Nor does it signify whither 
we ourselves may have wandered ; for still 
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the same beloved image presents itself, with 
its associate ideas, to banish distance in sep- 
aration, to create company in solitude, to 
inspire joy in Borrow. We may visit lands 
more fertile, societies more refined, and 
abodes more splendid; but home surpasses 
them alL ward's miscellany. 



THE ATTRACTIONS OF HOME. 

REV. J. H. DANFORTH. 

These are sweet words. Home ! Who is 
not charmed with its music ? Who hath not 
felt the potent magic of its spell ? 

By home, I do not mean the house, the 
parlor, the fireside, the carpet, or the chairs. 
They are inert, material things, which de- 
rive all their interest from the idea of the 
home which is their locality. Home is some- 
thing more etherial, less tangible, not easily 
described, yet strongly conceived— the source 
of some of the deepest emotions of the soul, 
grasping the heart-strings with such a sweet 
and tender force, as subdues all within the 
range of its influence. 
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10 THE FAMILY CIRCLE. 

Home is the palace of the husband and 
the father. He is the monarch of that little 
empire, wearing a crown that is the gift of 
heaven ; swaying a sceptre put into his hands 
by the Father of all ; acknowledging no su- 
perior, fearing no rival, and dreading no 
usurper. In him dwells love, the ruling 
spirit of home. She that was the fond bride 
of his youthful heart, is the affectionate wife 
of his maturer years. 

The star that smiled on their bridal eve 
has never set Its rays still shed a serene 
lustre on the horizon of hom,e. There, too, 
is the additional ornament of home — the 
circle of children — beautifully represented 
by the spirit of inspiration as * olive plants 
round about the table.' We have been such. 
There was our cradle. That cradle was 
rocked by a hand ever open to supply our 
wants; watched by an eye ever awake to 
the approach of danger. Many a livelong 
night has that eye refused to be closed for 
thy sake, reader, when thou, a helpless child, 
wast indebted to a mother's love, sanctified 
by heaven's blessing, for a prolonged exist- 
ence through a sickly infancy. Hast thou 
ever grieved that fond heart ? No tears can 
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be too freely, too sincerely shed, for such an 
offence against the sweet charities of home. 
If there was joy in the palace at thy birth, 
O, never let it be turned into sorrow by any 
violation of the sacred laws of home. 

We that had our happy birth, like most of 
the human race, in the country, recall many 
tender and pleasant associations of home. 
There is earnest poetry in this part of our 
life. We remember with delight the fresh- 
ness of the early morn ; the sprightly walk 
among the dewy fields ; the cool repose amid 
the sequestered shades of the grove, vocal 
with the music of nature's inimitable war- 
blers ; the * tinkling spring,' where we slaked 
our thirst with the pellucid waters, as they 
came from the hand of the Mighty One ; the 
bleating of the flocks, the lowing of the 
herds, the humming of the bees, the cry of 
the whippoorwill, the melancholy, monot- 
onous song of the night-bird, relieved only 
by the deep bass of that single note, which 
he uttered as he plunged from his lofty 
height into a lower region of atmosphere, — 
these are among our recollections of home. 
And they come softened and sobered through 
the medium of the past, but without losing 
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their power to touch the heart, and still en- 
dear that word home. 

There, too, perhaps, we saw a father die ; 
haying lived to a patriarchal age, he bowed 
himself on his bed, saying, ' Behold, I die ; 
but God shall be with you ; * and was gath- 
ered to his people. Nor can the memory 
ever forget that mother, in her meek and 
quiet old age, walking through many a peace- 
ful year on the verge of heaven, breathing 
its atmosphere, inhaling its fragrance, re- 
flecting its light and holy beauty, till at 
length she left the sweet home of earth for 
her Father's home in heaven. 

* So gently dies the wave upon (he shore.' 

Home, too, is the scene of the gay and 
joyous bridal. When the lovely daughter, 
affianced to the youth of her heart, stands 
up to take the irrevocable pledge. What an 
interesting moment ! I saw, not long since, 
such an one. She stood unconscious of the 
blended charm which innocence and beauty 
threw around her face and person ; her soft, 
smooth, polished forehead was circled with 
a wreath of flowers ; her robe was of purest 
white, and in her hand was held a bouquet 
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of variegated roses. Beside her stood the 
happy man, for whom she was to be 

1 A guardian angel, o'er his life presiding, 
Doubling his pleasures, and his care dividing.' 

As I pronounced the words that made 
them one, adding the nuptial benediction, a 
tear fell from the eye of the bride on the 
wreath in her hand! It was a tribute to 
'home, sweet home.' Not that she loved 
father and mother less, but husband more. 
That piece of music, 'The Bride's Farewell,* 
plunges deeper into the fountain of emotion 
in the soul, than any other combination of 
thought and song to which I ever listened. 
Was the bride ever found who was equal to 
its performance on the day of her espousals, 
or rather in the hour of her departure from her 
long-loved home, when the time had arrived 
to bid farewell to father, mother, brother, 
and sister ? Perhaps, in looking at the pic- 
ture of domestic life as exhibited in such 
circumstances, we should not omit to notice 
some of the least prominent traits and color- 
ing, for they never escape the keen and 
\ practised eye of the true poet. Thus Rogers, 

\ in his graphic and natural poem of ' Human 

V 

\ 
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14 THE FAMILY CIRCLE. 

Life,' in which he snatches so many graces 
( beyond the reach of art,' does not, in de- 
scribing the wedding scene, forget the 
younger portion of the family, even the 
little daughter, so often the gem and the 
joy of home: — 

* Then are they blest indeed, and swift the hours, 
Till her young sisters wreathe her hair in flowers, 
Kindling her beauty — while, unseen, the least 
Twitches her robes, then runs behind the rest, 
Known by her laugh, that will not be suppressed.' 



THE BLISS OF HOME. 

T. H. BHREEVK. 

Mine be the joy which gleams around 

The hearth where pure affections dwell ; 
Where Love enrobed in smiles is found, 

And wraps the spirit with its spell. 
I would not seek excitement's whirl, 

Where Pleasure wears her tinsel crown, 
And Passion's billows upward curl, 

'Neath Hatred's darkly gathering frown. 

The dearest boon from Heaven above, 
Is bliss which brightly hallows home ; 

'T is sunlight to the world of love, 
And life's pure wine without its foam. 
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There is a sympathy of heart, 
Which consecrates the social shrine — 

Robs grief of gloom, and doth impart 
A joy to gladness all divine. , 

Let others seek in wealth or fame 

A splendid path whereon to tread J 
I 'd rather wear a lowlier name, 

With love's enchantments round it shed. 
Fame 's but a light to gild the grave, 

And wealth can never calm the breast ; 
But Love, a halcyon on life's wave, 

Hath power to soothe its strifes to rest. 



The happiness of life, the happiness of 
the family especially, is made up of minute 
fractions ; the little, soon-forgotten charities 
of a kiss, a smile, a kind look, a gentle word, 
a heartfelt compliment in the disguise of 
playful raillery, — these, and the thousand 
other little kindnesses of genial feelings, 
make a perpetual summer in the household 
where they prevail. And if there be a spot 
on earth which angels might long to visit, 
and where they might fondly linger, it is the 
loving Christian family, where parents and 
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children, husband and wife, brothers and 
sisters, bound together in the blessed com- 
pact of love, and moving in harmonious 
spheres of duty and affection, fulfil the holy 
and beautiful purposes of the Family In- 
stitution. CH. PARLOR MAGAZINE. 
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MY OWN FIRESIDE. 

ALARIC A. WATTS. 

My own fireside ! Those simple words 

Can bid the sweetest dreams arise ; 
Awaken feeling's tenderest chords, 

And fill with tears of joy my eyes. 
What is there my wild heart can prize, 

That doth not in thy sphere abide, 
Haunt of my homebred sympathies, 

My own — my own fireside ! 

A gentle form is near me now ; 

A small white hand is clasped in mine ; 
I gaze upon her placid brow, 

And ask, what joys can equal thine? 
A babe, whose beauty : s half divine, 

In sleep his mother's eyes doth hide ; — 
Where may love seek a fitter shrine, 

Than thou — my own fireside ! 
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What care I for the sullen roar 

Of winds without, that ravage earth ; 
It doth but bid me prize the more 

The shelter of thy hallowed hearth ; 
To thoughts of quiet bliss give birth : 

Then let the churlish tempest chide, 
It cannot check the blameless mirth 

That glads my own fireside ! 

My refuge ever from the storm 

Of this world's passion, strife, and care; v 
Though thunder-clouds the sky deform, 

Their fury cannot reach me Ihere. 
There all is cheerful, calm, and fair — 

Wrath, Malice, Envy, Strife, or Pride, 
Hath never made its hated lair 

By thee — my own fireside i 

Thy precincts are a charmed ring, 

Where no harsh feeling dares intrude ; 
Where life's vexations loselheir sting; 

Where even grief is half subdued, 
And peace, the halcyon, loves to brood. 

Then let the pampered fool deride, 
I '11 pay my debt of gratitude 

To thee — my own fireside V 

Shrine of my household deities ! 

Fair scene of home's unsullied joys ! 
To thee my burdened spirit flies, 

When fortune frowns or care annoys : 
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Thine is the bliss that never cloys ; 

The smile whose truth hath oft been tried ; 
What, then, are this world's tinsel toys 

To thee — my own fireside ! 

O, may the yearnings, fond and sweet, 
That bid my thoughts be all of thee, 

Thus ever guide my wandering feet 
To thy heart-soothing sanctuary ! 

Whate'er my future years may be ; 
Let joy or grief my fate betide ; 

Be still an Eden bright to me, 

MY OWN — MY OWN FIRE8ISX! 



THE HAPPY HOME. 

It is not essential to the happy home, that 
there should be the luxury of the carpeted 
floor, the richly cushioned sofa, the soft 
shade of the astral lamp. These elegances 
gild the apartments, but they reach not the 
heart. It is neatness, order, and a cheerful 
heart, which make home that sweet paradise 
it so often is found to be. There is joy, as 
real, as heartfelt, by the cottage fireside, as 
in the most splendid saloons of wealth and 
refinement. What a lovely picture has Burns 
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given us of the return of the cottager to his 
home, after the labors of the day : — 

* At length his lonely cot appears in view, 
Beneath the shelter of an aged tree — 

The expectant wee things, toddling, stagger 
through, 
To meet their dad with fluttering noise and glee. 

His clean hearth-stone, his thrifty wifie's smile, 
The lisping infant prattling on his knee, 

Does' all his weary, carking cares beguile, 
And makes him quite forget his labor and his 
toil.' 

The luxuries and elegances of life are not 
to be despised. They are to be received 
with gratitude to him who has provided 
them for our enjoyment. But their posses- 
sion does not insure happiness. The sources 
of true joys are not so shallow. Some per- 
sons, like some reptiles, have the faculty of 
extracting poison from everything that is 
beautiful and sweet; others, like the bee, 
will gather honey from sources in which we 
should think no sweet could be found. The 
cheerful heart, like the kaleidoscope, causes 
most discordant materials to arrange them- 
selves into harmony and beauty. 
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OUR FIRESIDES EASY-CHAIR. 

JOHN CLARE. 

Our fireside's easy-chair— 

Is there any place beside 
Where such pleasant cheer we share ? 

Where the hours so gently glide? 
Though but humble be the fare, 

That Want's daily toils provide, 
Dainty's cup can ne'er compare 
With the joy that sparkles there, 

By our own fireside. 

Would you meet with genuine Mirth, 

Where she comes a willing guest? 
'T is the quiet, social hearth, « 

Well I wot, she loveth best ; 
Where the little ones, at play, 

Prattle by their mother's side, 
And the elder, mildly gay, 
Laugh and sing the hours away, 

By their own fireside. 

» 
An honest man, though poor, 

Yet may feel an honest pride, 
While he tells his troubles o'er 

Where his heart hath nought to hide. 
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He who falls from high estate, 

No great grievance hath to bide, 
If he calmly meets his fate, 
Where Content and Quiet wait, 
By the rustic fireside. 

They who love us till we die, 

Who through troubles have been tried, 
Who will watch the closing eye 

When all grows cold beside — > 
Where shall friends like these be found, 

Search we earth and ocean wide ? 
Where, on all this weary round, 
Save that hallowed spot of ground 

Called our own fireside ? 

In my chimney's cozy nook, 

Thus I chant my rustic lay ; 
'Neath the rafters, brown with smoke 

Curling up for many a day. 
Wealth may boast his splendid hall, 

Pomp, and luxury, and pride, 
Sculptured roof and pictured wall — 
There 's no comfort in them all 

Like my own fireside. 
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THE SWEET RETREAT. 

REV. WILLIAM JAY. 

Ah ! what so refreshing, so soothing, so 
satisfying as the placid joys of home ? 

See the traveller — does duty call him for 
a season to leave his beloved circle ! The 
image of his earthly happiness continues 
vivid in his remembrance ; it quickens him 
to diligence, it makes him hail the hour 
which sees his purpose accomplished, and 
his face turned towards home ; it communes 
with him as he journeys, and he hears the 
promise which causes him to hope, 'Thou 
shalt know also that the tabernacle shall be 
in peace, and thou shalt visit thy tabernacle 
and not sin.' O! the joyful reunion of a 
divided family ; the pleasures of renewed in- 
terview and conversation after long absence. 

Behold the man of science — he drops the 
laborious and painful research, closes his 
volume, smooths his wrinkled brow, leaves 
his study, and, unbending himself, stoops to 
the capacities, yields to the wishes, and 
mingles with the diversions, of his children. 

Take the man of trade — what reconciles 
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him to its toils ? What enables him to en- 
dure the fastidiousness and impertinence of 
customers? What rewards him for hours 
of tedious confinement? By and by the 
season of intercourse will behold the desire 
of his eyes and the children of his love, for 
whom he resigns his ease ; and in their wel- 
fare and smiles he will find his recompense. 
Yonder comes the laborer — he has borne 
the burden and heat of the day; the de- 
scending sun has released him from his toil ; 
and he is hastening home to enjoy repose. 
Half way down the lane, by the side of 
which stands his cottage, his children run to 
meet him. One he carries and one he leads. 
The companion of his humble life is ready 
to furnish him with his plain repast. See 
his toil-worn countenance assume an air of 
cheerfulness! his hardships are forgotten; 
fatigue vanishes ; he eats and is satisfied. 
The evening fair, he walks with uncovered 
head around his garden — enters again, and 
retires to rest ! and ( the rest of a laboring 
man is sweet, whether he eat little or much.* 
Inhabitant of this lowly dwelling ! who can 
be indifferent to thy comfort ? Peace be to 
this house ! 
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MOTHER, HOME, AND HEAVEN. 

The sounds that fall on mortal ear, 

As dewdrops pure at even, 
That soothe the breast, or start the tear, 

Are mother, home, and heaven. 

A mother — sweetest name on earth, 

We lisp it on the knee, 
And idolize its sacred worth 

In manhood's fnfency. 

A home — that paradise below, 

Of sunshine and of flowers, 
Where hallowed joys perennial flow, 

By calm, sequestered bowers. 

And heaven — the port of endless peace, 

The haven of the soul, 
When life's corroding cares shall cease, 

Like sweeping waves, to roll. 

O, weep not, then, though cruel Time 
The chain of love has riven ; 

To every link, in yonder clime, 
Reunion shall be given. 

O, fall they not on mortal ear 

As dewdrops pure at even, 
To soothe the breast, or start the tear, 

A mother, home, and heaven? 
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FAMILY LOVE. 

LAMARTINE. 

The spirit of family is the second soul 
of humanity. Modern legislators hare too 
much forgotten this. They think only of 
nations and individuals. They omit the 
family, that only source of a pure and 
healthy population ; the sanctuary of tradi- 
tions and manners, in which all the social 
virtues acquire fresh vigor. Legislation, 
even since the introduction of Christianity, 
has been barbarous in this respect. It re- 
pulses man from the spirit of family, instead 
of encouraging it in him. It interdicts, to 
one half of mankind, wife, child, the posses- 
sion of a hpme or a field. It owes these 
blessings to all, as soon as they arrive at 
manhood. It ought to have interdicted them 
only to culprits. A family is society in min- 
iature ; but it is that society in which the 
laws are natural, because they are senti- 
ments. To interdict a man from the posses- 
sion of family comforts, should have been 
the greatest reprobation, the last punishment 
of the law. 
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« CHILDREN, COME TO PRAYER.' 

' O, oome, let nt worship and bow down ; let w kneel 
before our Maker.' 

Come to the place of prayer! 
Parents and children, come and kneel before 
Your God, and with united hearts adore 

Him whose alone your life and being are. 

Come to the place of prayer ! 
Ye band of loving hearts : O, come and raise, 
With one consent, the grateful song of praise, 

To him who blessed you with a lot so fair. 

Come in the morning hour ! 
Who hath raised you from the dream of night * 
Whose hand hath poured around the cheering 
light? 

Come, and adore that kind and heavenly power. 

Come at the close of day ! 
Ere wearied nature sinks in gentle rest ; 
Come, and let your sins be here confessed ; 

Come, and for his protecting mercy pray. 

Has sorrow's withering blight 
Your dearest hopes in desolation laid, 
And the once cheerful home in gloom arrayed? 

Yet pray, for he can turn the gloom to light. 
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Has sickness entered in 
Your peaceful mansion ? then let prayer ascend, 
On wings of faith, to that all-gracious Friend, 

Who came to heal the bitter pains of sin. 

Come to the place of prayer ! 
At morn, at night — in gladness or in grief, 
Surround the throne of grace ; there seek relief, 

Or pay your free and grateful homage there. 

So in the world above, 
Parents and children may meet at last, 
When this your weary pilgrimage is past, 

To mingle their joyful notes of love. 



There is nothing in this world which is 
so venerable as the character of parents; 
nothing so intimate and endearing as the 
relation of husband and wife; nothing so 
tender as that of children ; nothing so lovely 
as those of brothers and sisters. The little 
circle is made one by a single interest, and 
by a singular union of the affections. 

PRKS. DWIGHT. 
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MUSIC IN THE FAMILY. 

Music in a family is a means of domestic 
cheerfulness. A musical family will, in 
spite of cares, perplexities, and even of 
trials, be a cheerful family. Not gay — do I 
mean ; for there are many points of differ- 
ence between cheerfulness and gayety. But 
cheerful in that sense of the term which 
implies good spirits, and freedom from what 
Robert Burns calls 'carking care;' and in 
which needless depression of spirits and 
morbid melancholy are kept out of a family. 
You can have the sunshine of cheerfulness 
in your house, in the most rainy, cheerless, 
or wintry day that ever was, if you can 
have music. And if affliction, by some try- 
ing providence, has caused tears to flow, or 
aching of heart and sorrowfulness of spirit, 
music, coming to the aid of divine consola- 
tions and the sympathy of friends, will be 
a sweet soother of the pain which is ex- 
perienced, and lighten the weight which 
oppresses the spirit. 

Music promotes good-nature in a family. 
And in this world, where there is so much 
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of old Adam manifested in a thousand ways, 
and in the family, sometimes, as well as 
elsewhere, any thing which will promote 
good-nature is to be prized. Who can be 
mad in the midst of music? or fret and 
scold with sweet sounds falling upon his 
ears ? or keep up sour and sulky manners, 
when the very air around him is bland with 
soft harmony? 



THE HAPPY HOME. 

FROM THE FRENCH. 

I love the hearth where evening brings 

Her loved ones from their daily tasks ; 
Where Virtue spreads her spotless wings, 

And Vice — fell serpent ! never basks ; 
Where sweetly rings upon the ear 

The blooming daughter's gentle song, 
Like heavenly music whispering near, 

While thrilling hearts the notes prolong. 

For there the father sits in joy, 
And there the cheerful mother smiles ; 

And there the laughter-loving hoy, 
With sportive tricks the eve beguiles ; 
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And Love, beyond what worldlings know, 
Like sunlight on the purest foam, 

Descends, and with its cheering glow, 
Lights up the Christian's happy home. 

Contentment spreads her holy ealm 

Around a resting-place so bright ; 
And gloomy Sorrow finds a balm, 

In gazing at so fair a sight ; 
The world's cold selfishness departs, 

And Discord rears its front no more ; 
There Pity's pearly tear-drop starts, 

And Charity attends the door. 

Oft have I joined the lovely ones 

Around the bright and cheerful hearth, 
With father, mother, daughter, sons — 

The brightest jewels of the earth ; 
And while the earth grew dark around, 

And fashion called her senseless throng, 
I 've fancied it was holy ground, 

And that fair girl's a seraph's song. 

And swift as circles fade away 

Upon the bosom of the deep, 
When pebbles, tossed by boys at play, 

Disturb its still and glassy sleep, 
The- hours have spent in pure delight, 

And wandering feet forgot to roam, 
While waved the banners of the night 

Above the Christian's happy home. 
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MAKE HOME HAPPY. 

It is a duty devolving upon every mem- 
ber of a family to endeavor to make all 
belonging to it happy. This may, with a 
very little pleasant exertion, be done. Let 
every one contribute something towards im- 
proving the grounds belonging to their house. 
If the house is old and uncomfortable, let 
each exert himself to render it better and 
more pleasant. If it is good and pleasant, 
let each strive still further to adorn it. 
Let flowering shrubs and trees be planted, 
and vines and woodbines be trailed around 
the windows and doors ; add interesting vol- 
umes to the family library; take a good 
paper; purchase little articles of .furniture 
to replace those which are fast wearing out ; 
wait upon and anticipate the wants of each ; 
and ever have a pleasant smile for all and 
each. 

Make home happy! Parents ought to 
teach this lesson in the nursery and by the 
fireside, and give it the weight of their pre- 
cept and example. If they should, ours 
would be a happy and a more virtuous coun- 
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try. — Drunkenness, profanity, and other dis- 
gusting vices would die away; they could 
not live in the influence of a lovely and 
refined home. 

Does any one think, * I am poor, and have 
to work hard to get enough to sustain life, 
and cannot find time to spend in making our 
old house more attractive. 1 Think again ! 
is there not some time every day which you 
spend in idleness, or smoking," or mere list- 
lessness, which might be spent about your 
homes? * Flowers are God's smiles,' said 
Wilberforce ; and they are as beautiful be- 
side the cottage as the palace, and may be en- 
joyed by the inhabitants of the one as well as 
the other. There are but few homes which 
might not be made more beautiful and at- 
tractive. Let all study to make their resi- 
dence so pleasant, that the hearts of the 
absent ones shall go back to it as the dove 
did to the ark of Noah. 



The pilgrim's step in vain 
Seeks Eden's sacred ground ! 

But in Home's holy joys, again 
An Eden may be found. 
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MY HOME. 

8. D. PHELPS. 

Mt home ! what a treasure ! 

How dear to my heart — 
How rich is the pleasure 

Thy name doth impart ! 
No place cap excel thee, 

No spot on the earth 
So sweet and so pleasant 

As that of my birth ! 

The days of my childhood 

I spent 'neath thy shade, 
And roved in the wild- wood, 

And skipped in the glade, 
With youthful Companions, 

So blithesome and gay, 
While happy and joyous 

The time rolled away. 

I ne'er shall forget thee, 

Blest home of my heart, 
Though far from thy precincts 

I 'm doomed to depart ; 
The fond recollections 

Thou bringest to me, 
Of endearing affections, 

Shall bind me to thee ! 
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LET ME GO HOME. 

' Lit me go home ! ' — 'tUa plaintive cry 
On the wayward path of infancy ! 
The truant is wearied and bramble-torn, 
And it longs in a mother's arms to mourn, 
And to feel its troubles hushed to sleep, 
Where a mother's love its watch shall keep. 
1 Rest child, rest, and never more 
Wander away from thy father's door. 

' Let me go home ! » — 't is the lost one's cry ; 

( Let me go home — go home to die ! ' 

The traitor who robbed her of her maiden fame, 

Has cast her forth to a life of shame ; 

And the gnawing tooth of gaunt despair 

Preys on a cheek no longer fair. 

Let the erring daughter in ; 

Open, gates, to the Magdalen ! 

( Let me go home ! ' — 't is the exile's prayer — 
O, what to him is the balmy air 
Of the genial South, when far away ' 

His fond wife weeps and his children play, 
Where the snows of the North are on the track 
O'er which the looked-for comes not back. 
He comes ! and brightly the hearth shall burn, 
To light the joy of that blest return. 



"\ 
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' Let me go home ! ' — from the wanderer's breast 
Burst the heaving sigh of the soul's unrest : 
Long hath he roamed through countries strange, 
Breaking ties in the love of change ; 
One, long forgot, hath his pride unmanned — 
He would make his grave in his native land. 
Through a ruined hall the night-winds sweep, 
As we lay him down where his fathers sleep. 

* Let me go home ! ' — Poor outcast, say, 
Hast thou a home ? * Yes, a house of clay — 
Where'er my faltering feet shall fail, 
There my life shall end its mournful tale ; 
And they II make me a home, and I '11 there abide, 
Nor envy the homes of Irving pride. 
Let me go home — to him who gave 
Yet another home — beyond the grave ! ' 



LOVE OP HOME. 



MBS. SIGOtTRNEY. 

The Irish are often ridiculed, or con- 
temned, for vaunting the comfortable homes 
they have left behind them. 4 The Almighty 
knows,' they say, 'what we've come here 
for ; we were a dale better off at home ! ' 
This is false in word, but true in feeling. 
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HOME, AT LAST. 

A ■hivsring child, one winter night, 

(The snow was deep, and cold the blast,) 
Hogging her ragged mother tight, 

* Mother/ exclaimed, * we 're home, at last ! ' 
And as she spake, poor little one, 

A ruined hnt she stood before, 
Whence, ever since the morning sun, 

They strayed to beg from door to door. 

We 're home, at last ! sad home is this — 

All lone without, all cold within ; 
The adder here might lurk and hiss, 

Her poisonous web the spider spin — 
But there >s no fire to warm, no light ; 

And crevices are yawning wide, 
Through which the storm, this freezing night, 

May lay you, stiffened, side by side. 

And yet this wayward child has been 

By many a gorgeous house — and past 
Where mirth and music cheer the scene. 

Nor envies, — for she 's home, at last ! 
Thus may the heart be trained below, 

To love the cot wherein was cast 
Its fate of poverty and wo, 

Like hers who cried, * We *re home, at last ! ' 



I 
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HOME SICKNESS. 

COLERIDGE. 

Written m Germany. 

*T is sweet to him who all the week 
Through city crowds must push his way, 

To stroll along, through fields and woods, 
And hallow thus the Sabbath day. 

And sweet it is in summer bower, 

Sincere, affectionate, and gay, 
One's own dear children feasting round, 

To celebrate one's marriage day. 

But what is all to his delight, 

Who, having long been doomed to roam, 
Throws off the bundle from his back, 

Before the door of his own home. 

Home sickness is a wasting pang, 
This feel I hourly, more and more ; 

There 's healing only in thy wings, 
Thou breeze that play'st on Albion's shore. 



' It matters not if the world is cold, if we 
can turn to our own dear circle, and receive 
all that our heart claims. It is here that 
the wounded spirit finds its sweetest balm.' 
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THE WELCOME BACK. 

BLIZA COOK. 

Swxxt is the hour that brings us home, 

Where all will spring to meet us ; 
Where hands are striving, as we come, 

To be the first to greet us. 
When the world hath spent its frowns and wrath, 

And care been sorely pressing, 
'T is sweet to turn from our roving path, 

And find a fireside blessing. 
O, joyfully dear is the homeward track, 
If we are but sure of a welcome back. 

What do we reck on a dreary way, 

Though lonely and benighted, 
If we know there are lips to chide our stay, 

And eyes that will beam, love-lighted? 
What is the worth of your diamond ray, 

To the glance that flashes pleasure ; 
When the words that welcome back betray, 

We form a heart's chief treasure ? 
O, joyfully dear is our homeward track, 
If we are but sure of a welcome back. 



L 



' The gem of all others which encircle the 
coronet of a lady's character, is unaffected 
piety.' 
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THE LIGHT OF HOME. 

SARAH J. BALE. 

My boy, thou wilt dream the world is fair, 

And thy spirit will sigh to roam ; 
And thou must go ; but never, when there, 

Forget the light of home. 

Though pleasure may smile with a ray more 
bright, 

It dazzles to lead astray ; 
Like the meteor's flash, 't will deepen the night 

When thou treadest the lonely way. 

But the hearth of home has a constant flame, 

And pure as vestal fire : 
'T will burn, H will burn, forever the same, 

For nature feeds the pyre. 

The sea of ambition is tempest-tost, 
And thy hopes may vanish like foam ; 

But when sails are shivered, and rudder lost, 
Then look to the light of home ; — 

And there, like a star through the midnight cloud, 

Thou shall see the beacon bright ; 
For never, till shining on thy shroud, 

Can be quenched its holy light 
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INFLUENCE OF MARRIAGE. 

CHATEAUBRIAND. 

Habit and long life together are more 
necessary to happiness, and even to love, 
than is generally imagined. No one is happy 
with the object of his attachment, until he 
has passed many days, and, above all, many 
days of misfortune with her. The married 
pair must know each other to the bottom of 
their souls — the mysterious veil which cov- 
ered the two spouses in the primitive church, 
must be raised in its inmost folds, how closely 
soever it may be kept drawn to the rest of 
the world. What! on account of a fit of 
caprice, or burst of passion, am I to be ex- 
posed to the fear of losing my wife and my 
children, and to renounce the hope of pass- 
ing my declining days with them ? Let no 
one imagine that fear will make me become 
a better husband. No; we do not attach 
ourselves to a possession of which we are 
not secure ; we do not love property which 
we are in danger of losing. 

The soul of a man, as well as his body, 
are incomplete without his wife; he has 
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strength, she has beauty; he combats the 
enemy, and labors in the fields, but he un- 
derstands nothing of domestic life ; his com- 
panion is waiting to prepare his repast and 
sweeten his existence. He has crosses, and 
the partner of his couch is there to soften 
them; his days may be sad and troubled, 
but in the chaste arms of 'his wife he finds 
comfort and repose. Without woman, man 
would be rude, gross, and solitary. Woman 
spreads around hjm. the flowers of existence, 
as the creepers of the forests, which decorate 
the trunks of sturdy oaks with their per- 
fumed garlands. Finally, the Christian pair 
live and die united ; together they rear the 
fruits of their union ; in the dust they lie 
side by side ; and they are reunited beyond 
the limits of the tomb. 



A disposition to dwell upon the bright 
side of character, is like gold to the pos- 
sessor. One of the principal ingredients in 
the happiness of children, is freedom from 
suspicion, and kind and loving thoughts 
toward all. mbs. sigourney. 
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THE WIFE. 



A. P. DINNIES. 



* She flung her white arms around him — thou art all 
that this poor heart can cling to.* 

I could have stemmed misfortune's tide, 
And borne the rich one's sneer, 

Have braved the haughty glance of pride, 
Nor shed a single tear. 

I could have smiled on every blow 

From life's full quiver thrown, 
While I might gaze on thee, and know 

I would not be alone. 

I could — I think I could — have brooked 

E'en, for a time, that thou 
Upon my fading face had looked, 

With less of love than now. 

For then, I should at least have felt 

The sweet hope still my own, 
To win thee back, and whilst thou dwelt 

On earth, not been alone. 

But thus to see, from day to day, 
Thy brightening eye and cheek, 

And watch thy life-sands waste away, 
Unnumbered, slowly, meek;—' 
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To meet thy smile of tenderness, 

And catch the feeble tone 
Of kindness, ever breathed to bless, 

And feel, I '11 be alone. 

To mark thy strength each hour decay, 
And yet thy hopes grow stronger, 

As, filled with heavenward trnst, they say, 
' Earth may not claim thee longer ; ' — 

Nay, dearest ! 't is too much — this heart 
Must break when thou art gone ; 

It must not be, we may not part, 
I could' not live alone. 



' I have observed that a married man, fall- 
ing into misfortune, is more apt to retrieve 
his situation in the world than a single one, 
chiefly because his spirits are soothed by 
domestic endearments, and self-respect kept 
alive by finding that, although all abroad be 
darkness and humiliation, yet there is still a 
little world of love at home, of which he is 
a monarch. Whereas, a single man is apt 
to run to waste and self-neglect; to fall to 
ruins, like some deserted mansion, for want 
of an inhabitant. Washington irving. 
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PRAYER OF HAPPINESS. 

•jr. P. WILLIS. 

A. Frngtnctit, 

My low-roofed cottage is this hour a heaven ! 
Music is in it — and the song she sings, 
That sweet-voiced wife of mine, arrests the ear 
Of my young child, awake upon her knee ; 
And, with his calm eye on his master's face, 
My noble hound lies couchant ; and all here — 
All in this little home, yet boundless heaven — 
Are, in such love as I have power to give, 
Blessed to overflowing ! 

Thou, who look'st 
Upon my brimming heart this tranquil eve, 
Knowest its fulness, as thou dost the dew 
Sent to the hidden violet by thee ; 
And, as that flower from its unseen abode 
Sends its sweet breath up duly to the sky, 
Changing its gift to incense — so, O God! 
May the sweet drops that to my humble cup 
Find their way from heaven, send back, in prayer, 
Fragrance at thy throne welcome ! 



► 
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MY OLD WIFE. 

7. B. PHILLIPS. 

Old Time has dimmed the lustre of her eyes, that 
brightly shone, 

And her voice has lost the sweetness of its girl- 
hood's silvery tone, 

But her heart is still as cheerful as in early days 
of life, 

And as fondly as I prized my bride, I love my 
dear old wife ! 

When the spring of life was in its bloom, and 

hope gave zest to youth, 
We at the sacred altar stood, and plighted vows 

of truth. 
And since, though changeful years have passed, 

with joys and sorrows rife, 
Yet, never did I see a change in her, my dear old 

wife. 

Her gentle love my cares have soothed, her 

smiles each joy enhanced, 
As fondly, through progressive years, together 

we 've advanced ; 
Though calmly now the current flows, we've 

known misfortune's strife, 
Yet ever did she cheer my woes, my faithful, fond 

old wife. 
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And ever since that joyous day I blessed her as 

my bride, 
In joy or sorrow, calm or storm, I found her at 

my side ; 
And when the summons from above shall close 

the scene of life, 
May I be called to rest with thee, my good, my 

dear old wife ! 



BAXTER'S WIFE. 

In his earlier years, Baxter avowed opin- 
ions that seemed to forbid his ever bowing 
to the garlanded yoke of matrimony. A 
singular train of providential events, how- 
fiver, led this stickler for clerical celibacy 
into a submission to the kindly influences of 
conjugal love, and the later years of his 
troubled life were cheered by the glow which 
woman's deep and hallowed attachment can 
so well throw upon the darkest earthly 
scenery. Margaret Charlton, a woman of 
high respectability, both as to birth, natural 
endowments, and the gifts of fortune, be- 
came the pupil of the venerable non-con- 
formist. In severe affliction he administered 
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spiritual advice and consolation ; in return- 
ing health he gladly continued his friendly 
offices; admiration, on her part, gradually 
deepened into a softer feeling ; and although 
a vast disparity both of age and outward 
circumstances seemed to forbid a union, — 
he near fifty, she not twenty-one; he the 
victim of poverty, persecution, and bodily 
suffering; she lovely, accomplished, sur- 
rounded by the elegances of life and the 
smiles of the world, — yet it actually took 
place. It is said, that Margaret first felt, or 
first betrayed, an affection which had in- 
sensibly grown out of the communings of 
lofty minds of kindred mould and compan- 
ionship in works of mercy, such as angels 
love to join in. 

Her character is thus sketched in a mas- 
terly critique on the life and times of Baxter, 
in the Edinburgh Review : — * Timid, gentle, 
and reserved, and nursed amidst all the 
luxuries of her age, her heart was the abode 
of affections so intense, and of a fortitude so 
enduring, that her meek spirit, impatient of 
one selfish wish, progressively acquired all 
the heroism of benevolence, and seemed at 
length incapable of one selfish fear. In 
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prison, in sickness, in evil report, in every 
form of danger and fatigue, she was still, 
with unabated cheerfulness, at the side of 
him to whom she had pledged her conjugal 
faith, — prompting him to the discharge of 
every duty, calming the asperities of his 
temper, his associate in unnumbered acts of 
philanthropy, embellishing his humble home 
by the little arts with which a cultivated 
mind imparts its own gracefulness to the 
meanest dwelling-place — and, during the 
nineteen years of their union, joining with 
him in one unbroken strain of filial affiance 
to the divine mercy, and of grateful adoration 
to the divine goodness. Her tastes and hab- 
its had been moulded into a perfect conform- 
ity to his. He celebrates her catholic charity 
to the opponents of their religious opinions, 
and her inflexible adherence to her own ; her 
high esteem of the active and passive virtues 
of a Christian life as contrasted with a bar- 
ren orthodoxy ; her noble disinterestedness, 
her skill in casuistry, her love of music, and 
her medicinal arts. Their union afforded to 
her the daily delight of supporting in his 
gigantic labors, and of soothing in his unre- 
mitted cares, a husband who repaid her 
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tenderness with unceasing love and gratitude. 
To him it gave a friend whose presence was 
tranquillity; who tempered by her milder 
wisdom, and graced by her superior elegance, 
and exalted by her more confiding piety, 
whatever was austere or rude or distrustful 
in his rugged character. 

And the whole story stands out to obser- 
vation like a green spot in the weary wastes 
of professional life — a beautiful bay, shel- 
tered from storm and tempest. It teaches 
the nobleness of woman's character, and 
points out her true vocation. 



How sweet are the affections of kindness ! 
How balmy the influence of that regard 
which dwells around our firesides ! Distrust 
and doubt darken not the lustre of its purity ; 
the cravings of interest and jealousy mar 
not the harmony of that scene. Parental 
kindness and filial affection blossom there, in 
all the freshness of eternal spring. It mat- 
ters not if the world is cold, if we can but 
turn to our own dear circle, and ask and 
receive all that our heart claims. 
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A DYING WIFE'S BLESSING. 

MBS. HEMA2T8. 

I BLB88 thee for the noble heart, 

The tender and the true, 
Where mine hath found the happiest rest 

That e'er fond woman's knew. 
I bless thee, faithful friend and guide, 

For my own, my treasured share 
In the mournful secrets of thy soul ; 

In thy sorrow, in thy prayer. 

I bless thee for kind looks and words, 

Showered on my path like dew ; 
For all the love in those dark eyes, 

A gladness ever new ! 
For the voice which ne'er to mine replied 

But in kindly tones of cheer, 
For every spring of happiness 

My soul hath tasted here. 

I bless thee for the last, rich boon 

Won from affection tried, 
The right to gaze on Death with thee, 

To perish by thy side ! 
And yet more, for the glorious hope 

Even to these moments given — 
Did not thy spirit ever lift 

The trust of mine to heaven ? 
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WOMAN IN SICKNESS. 

In no situation, and under no circum- 
stances, does the female character appear to 
such advantage as when watching beside the 
bed of sickness. The chamber of disease 
may indeed be said to be woman's home. 
We there behold her in her loveliest, most 
attractive point of view — firm, without 
being harsh ; tender, yet not weak ; active, 
yet quiet; gentle, patient, uncomplaining, 
vigilant. Every sympathetic feeling that so 
peculiarly graces the feminine character, is 
there caHfcl forth ; while the native strength 
of mind which has hitherto slumbered in 
inactivity, is roused to its fullest energy. 
With noiseless step she moves about the 
chamber of the invalid; her listening ear 
ever ready to catch the slightest murmur ; 
her quick, kind glance to interpret the unut- 
tered wish, and supply the half-formed want. 
She smooths with careful hand the uneasy 
pillow which supports the aching head, or 
with cool hand soothes the fevered brow, 
or proffers to the glazed and parching lip the 
grateful draught, happy if she meet one- kind 
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glance in payment for her labor of love. 
Hers, too, is the low-whispered voice, which 
breathes of life and hope — of health in store 
for happy days to come ; or tells of better 
and of heavenly rest, where neither sorrow 
nor disease can come — where the dark pow 
er of death no more shall have dominion 
over the frail, suffering, perishable clay. 
Through the dim, silent watches of the night, 
when all around are hushed in sleep, it is 
hers to keep lone vigils, and to hold com- 
munion with her God, and silently lift up her 
heart in fervent prayer, for the prolongment 
of a life for which she cheerfully would sac- 
rifice her own. And even when Exhausted 
nature sinks to brief repose, forgetfulness is 
denied. Even in sleep she seems awake to 
this one great object of her care. She starts 
and rises from her slumbers, raises her droop- 
ing head, watches with dreamy eyes the face 
she loves, then sinks again to rest, to start 
with every chime of clock or distant sound, 
which formerly had passed unheard, or only 
served as a lullaby to her sweet sleep. 
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EMPIRE OF WOMAN. 

SCHILLER. 

Her might is gentleness ; she winneth sway 
By a soft word, and by a softer look ; 
Where she, the gentle, loving one, hath failed, 
The proud or stern might never yet succeed. 

Strength, power, and majesty, belong to man ; 

They make the glory native to his life * 

But sweetness is a woman's attribute ; 

By that she has reigned, and by that will reign. 

There have been some who, with a mightier mind, 
Have wojgydominion ; but they never won 
The dearer empire of the beautiful ; — 
Sweet sovereigns of their natural loveliness. 



* Love your children/ says one, * and you 
may do any thing with them. Solomon 
says of the virtuous woman, " in her tongue 
is the law of kindness." There is no one 
instrument of operation, in the universe of 
God, which is so powerful and irresistible as 
Love.' 



J 
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A WIFE'S WELCOME. 

( The world well tried — the sweetest thing in life, 
Is the unclouded welcome of a wife.* 

I believe that with all my heart. I have 
tasted some of the sweets of life, and with as 
keen a relish for them as any one, but I sign 
to the above declaration, and do not care to 
know the man who calls it in question. 
/ That welcome has reclaimed many a wan- 
derer on the verge of ruin ; has preserved 
many, who, but for it, would have gone 
astray ; given life and peace to the heart of 
many a son of toil and* care, and made the 
cot of the poor an Eden. / 

The want of it has driven many a man to 
the bowl, the gaming table, the company of 
the dissolute, to hell. It has made many a 
home a prison, many a husband an enemy, 
many a father a tyrant ; many children fath- 
erless, and many wives widows, whose fa- 
thers or husbands yet live. /And when I see 
a man, neglecting a lovely looking wife, and 
seeking his pleasure in the haunts of sin, to 
know whether most to pity or to blame him, 
I wish to know if the wife of his bosom 



1 
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always gave him the unclouded welcome of 
a smile, when he entered his own door/ 

If she did, but he cared not for it— if she 
spread the wiles of her pure love to twine 
his heart, while he broke away from the 
sweet enchantment — if she made it sunshine 
always in the house, and was cheerful in 
adversity as well as gay in hours of joy — 
if she strove to be an angel at the gate to 
keep him within the Eden that she loved, 
while he would yield to the song of the sy- 
ren and wander from the arms that em- 
braced him, to seek the embrace of others, 
even of the abandoned, then he is a villain 
hated of God and justly despised of men. 
And such are many of those whom we see on 
the road to ruin. The love of a fond wife 
would have saved them, but they rejected it, 
and deserve to perish. . 

But if — and it is a serious (/"—/if she 
meets him returning from his day's care and 
toil, in the field, or the shop, or the study, or 
the forum, or the senate /(it matters not 
where or what his labors, he flies from them 
with joy to find repose and peace in the 
paradise of his own home) ; but if she whom 
he loves meets him/without the joyous wel- 
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come of a glad heart and a sunlit eye, or 
with a frown, or a look of cold indifference, 
or the mere absence of delight ; if she meets 
him not with the living, speaking, shining 
evidence that her heart leaps with gladness 
when its lord has come, it is not strange to 
me that his heart sinks, and he seeks for 
pleasures, where he looks not for love. He 
can be happy without love abroad, but home, 
though a heaven full of angels, without love, 
is hell./ 

' Love is a thing of frail and delicate growth ; 
Soon checked, soon fostered, feeble, and yet 

strong ; 
It will endure much, suffer long, and bear 
What would weigh down an angel's wing to 

earth, 
And yet mount heavenward ; but not the less 
It dieth of a word, a look, a thought ; 
And when it dies, it dies without a sign 
To tell how fair it was in happier hours : 
It leaves behind reproaches and regrets, 
And bitterness within affection's well, 
For which there is no healing.' 

It is not wit, nor beauty, nor wealth, nor 
religion, that makes a wife a crown of 
rejoicing to her husband. Nor all these 



58 THE FAMILY CIRCLE. 

combined. A wife may have them all and 
love her husband not ; give him an unclouded 
welcome never ; make his house no home. 

( O ! man may bear with sufferings ; his heart 
Is a strong thing and godlike in the grasp 
Of pain that wrings mortality ; but tear 
One chord affection clings to, part one tie 
That binds him unto woman's delicate love, 
And his great spirit yieldelh like a reed. 1 

When such a thought as this is put into 
print, the most of readers laugh at it, as the 
soft sentimentalism of a young poet, but 
every family has felt and proved its truth. 
If love dwell not there, joy is likewise a 
stranger ; and if love hath his home in that 
house, 'a word or look' may drive it far 
away. Thomson, the poet of nature, draws 
the picture of a happy family, 

' Where friendship full exerts her softest power, 
Perfect esteem, enlivened by desire 
Ineffable, and sympathy of soul ; 
Thought meeting thought, and will preventing 

will, 
With boundless confidence ; for nought but love 
Can answer love, and render bliss secure.* 

CH. PARLOR MAGAZINE. 
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A POOR WOMAN'S APPEAL TO HER 
HUSBAND. 

You took me, Jonny, when a girl, 

Unto your home and heart, 
To liear, in all your after fate, 

A fond and faithful part ; 
And, tell me, have I ever tried 

That duty to forego? 
Or pined there was not joy for me, 

When you were sunk in wo? 

No ! — I would rather share your grief 

Than any other's glee ; 
For though you 're nothing to the world, 

You »re all the world to me : 
You make a palace of my shed — 

This rough-hewn bench a throne ; 
There 's sunlight for me in your smile, 

And music in your tone. 

I look upon you when you sleep, 

My eyes with you grow dim ; 
I cry, * O, Parent of the Poor ! 

Look down from heaven on him ; 
Behold him toil from day to day, 

Exhausting strength and soul — 
Look down with mercy on him, Lord, 

For thou canst make him whole.' 
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And when, at last, relieving sleep 

Has on my eyelids smiled, 
How oft are they forbid to close 

In slumber, by my child ! 
I take the little murmurer, 

That spoils my span of rest, 
And feel it is a part of thee 

I lull upon my breast. 

There 's only one return I crave — 

I may not need it long ; 
And may it soothe thee, when I 'm where 

The wretched feel no wrong ! 
I ask not for a kinder tone — 

For thou wert ever kind ; 
I ask not for less frugal fare— 

My fare 1 do not mind : 

I ask not for more gay attire — 

If such as I have got 
Suffice to make me fair to thee, 

For more I murmur not : 
But, Jonny, I would share some hours 

That you at clubs bestow ; 
Of knowledge, that you prize so much, 

May I not something know? 

Subtract from meetings among men 

Each eve an hour for me ; 
Make me companion of your soul, 

As I may surely be ? 
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If you will read, I '11 sit and work ; 

Then think when you 're away, 
Less tedious I shall find the time, 

Dear Jonny, of your stay. 

A meet companion soon I '11 be 

For e'en your studious hours, 
And teacher of these little ones 

You call your cottage flowers ; 
And if we be not rich and great, 

We may be wise and kind, 
And as my heart can warm your heart, 

So may my mind your mind. 



/ It is only in the married state that the 
* boundless capabilities of woman's love can 
be fully known or appreciated. There may, 
in other situations, be occasional instances 
of heroic self-sacrifice and devotion to an 
earthly object ; but it is only here, that the 
lapse of time, and the familiar occasions of 
every day, can afford opportunities of ex- 
hibiting the same spirit, operating through 
all those minor channels which flow, like 
fertilizing rills, through the bosom of a 
happy family. / mrs. ellis. 
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AFFECTION. 

H. W. LONGFELLOW. 

What I most prize in woman 
Is her affection, no\ her intellect. 
Compare me with the great men of the earth— 
What am I? Why, a pigmy among giants ! 
But if thou lovest — mark me, I say Iovest — 
The greatest of thy sex excels thee not! 
The world of the affections is thy world — 
Not that of man's ambition. In that stillness 
Which most becomes a woman, calm and holy, 
Thou sittest by the fireside of the heart, 
Feeding its flame. The element of fire 
Is pure. It cannot change nor hide its nature, 
But burns as brightly in a gypsy camp 
As in a palace hall. 



4 If there be reserved for human life a joy 
more exalted than all the others, it is that of 
beholding its last moments cheered by the 
fondness and affection of a virtuous progeny ; 
and if there be a pang more agonizing than 
any other, it is that of a dying parent, whose 
last thought rests upon the crimes of a de 
praved but fondly loved child.' 



I 
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THE DESERTED WIFE. 

SAMUEL D. PATTEBSOlf. 

Why tarries he so long, while she — that one, 

So fond and true, so beautiful and bright — 
Now sits in cheerless watchfulness alone, 

Waiting his coming through the tedious night? 
And as the chimes upon the distant bell 

Mark mournfully and sad his lingering stay, 
Each echoing peal seems but the gloomy knell 

Of joys departed, pleasures passed away. 

He was her heart's first choice. On him was 
poured 

The full, rich treasure of her garnered love — 
And when the storm-clouds of affliction lowered, 

And burst in fury round him, he could prove 
In her the faithfulness, nor change nor chill 

Might even weaken ; that devotion high, 
Which in all trials marks the woman still, 

Glowed in her breast with all its fervency. 

But he was all unworthy. From her side, 

Error allured, and evil thoughts beguiled ; 
Love, reason, virtue, lost their power to guide, 

For passion beckoned, and the tempter smiled. 
And still his path is downward — but that love 

Which, in its fulness, pardons all the past, 
Implores, with tears, the Guardian Power above, 

To bring the wanderer safely home at last. 
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TO A GOOD WIFE. 

Companion of my calmest, happiest hours, 
Dear partner of my homefelt joys and cares, 

For thee, in silent thought, my spirit pours 
Its glad thanksgivings and incessant prayers. ' 
Thou art my world. What once to me were 
snares, — 

Wealth, emulation, fame, — are now disarmed; 
But love's light load my heart contented bears, 

By pleasing conjugal enchantment charmed, 

And only by the fear of future loss alarmed. 

When travelling far, in sickness or in grief, 

Of strangers weary, lonely, and depressed, 
The thought of thee administers relief, 
The progress homeward soothes my heart to 

rest: 
Arriving, I'm unutterably blessed ; 
Thy tender welcome banishes all care ; 
Pain, aickness, sorrow, leave my lightened 
breast ; 
Peace, confidence, and joy reenter there ; 
AU things appear transformed, all good, serene, 
and fair. 

While conquerors climb the summits of renown, 
O'er mounds of dead, through slaughter, flood, 
and flame, 

And, from their stormy eminences, frown 
On half the wasted world ; while others aim 



if 
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At wealth, or office, or a titled name ; 
Our choice be love, and meek domestic peace, 

Obedient faith, and conscience void of blame ; 
Joys that may grow as health and strength de- 
crease ; 
And in full vigor last, when selfish pleasures 
cease. 

OA bows my soul before the Saviour's throne ; 

Its prayer — me from idolatry defend, 
And keep, O jealous God, my heart thy own ! 

Yet still thy dearest, dangerous boon, O lend ; 

Spare her thou gav'st me till my sojourn's end. 
Instruct our babe thy saving truth to know ; 

Let thy pure influence on our hearts descend ; 
Our spirits purge from love of things below ; 
Our strength in weakness be, our bliss in worldly 
woe. 

While God upholds us in the dying world, 

The cares of love be still our sweet employ : 
When death's approach, with shadowing wings 
unfurled, 
Shall warn us to resign terrestrial joy, 
Despair shall not our parting hour annoy ; 
Hope, strong, exultant, shall the mourner cheer, 
Through Him who died that he might death 
destroy, 
Our mingled dust the archangel's call shall hear, 
And live, in love and joy, through heaven's 
eternal year! 
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CHILDREN. 

tajt's magazine. 

Bless them ! We love to hear their sweet % 
voices, ringing cheerily and clear under the 
open sky. We love those noisy games of 
which they are so fond — the mirth that 
startles Echo from her sleep — 

And shows the native gladness of their hearts. 

Here they are, bareheaded, and some of 
them barefooted, but health blooming upon 
their cheeks and rapture sparkling in their 
eyes. Look at this little party gamboling on 
the greensward. Over they go — heels over 
head ! What care they for the hard knocks 
they get in falling ! And how delighted are 
they — what a shout of merriment is set up 
when one of their number rolls into the 
ditch ! Happy children, tumble on — gam- 
bol whilst ye may ! the days are coining 
when you must toil for the poor pittance that 
buys your daily bread ; when the cares of 
life will weigh heavily on your hearts, now 
bo bounding and so elated ! Enjoy the bliss- 
1 
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ful present, then, as much as you can — 
there is no time to be lost. Over again I 

See that young urchin, with red cheeks 
and flaxen curls, paddling in the runnel that 
bustles along under your hedge-side ! How 
he loves to feel the cool water dance over his 
toes ! How eagerly he pounces upon the 
minnow that darts from beneath the mossy 
stone before him, or comes flitting down the 
stream ! How he fldgs the tall weed with 
his stick, and delights in making a paddle of 
the crystal brooklet ! 

Observe. that pretty black-eyed girl, in the 
blue frock, with the toddling youngster by 
her side ! She is making a garden in the 
dust, with twigs of trees, flowers plucked 
from the hedgerow, white pebbles, and bits 
of broken crockery, picked op in the lane. 
And how pleased is little Davie with the 
contrivance ! Now he fetches a stone, and 
stops up a gap in the border ; now a blade 
of grass or an unmeaning straw, sticking it, 
with the profoundest judgment, in the mid- 
dle of the miniature walk, or exactly in the 
place where it should not be. With the 
spirit of mischief, he now runs over the 
labored work, and destroys their little Eden, 
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trampling under foot its flowerets and its 
bowers, 

' And laughs to see the ruin he- has wrought. 1 

See, lie is now astride the grazing ass, 
supported by his sister. How he kicks and 
jumps, and opens wide his eyes, and fancies 
himself going to market! Now he is un- 
supported — his sister has withdrawn her 
arm. How grave! how motionless! His 
tiny faculties seem to he busily questioning 
the danger. The ass lifts a leg — Davie's 
courage fails him — he makes a comical wry 
face, and begins to whimper — and Davie 
stretches out his little arm for help ! What 
a delightful poem is that of Mary Howitt's, 
on little children! Here it is. Reader! if 
thou, like ourselves, art fond of the prattling 
and engaging creatures of which it speaks, 
thou wilt love it, and take it to thy heart 
forever. 

Sporting through the forest wide, 
Playing by the water-side, " 
Wandering o'er the heathy fells, 
Down within the woodland dells, 
All among the mountains wild, 
Dwelleth many a little child ! 



1 
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In the baron's hall of pride, 
By the poor man's doll fireside, 
'Mid the mighty, 'mid the mean, 
Little children may be seen ; 
Like the flowers that spring np fair, 
Bright and countless everywhere. 

In the fair isles of the main, 
In the desert's lone domain, 
In the savage mountain glen, 
'Mong the tribes of swarthy men ; 
Wheresoe'er the sun hath shone, 
On a league of peopled ground, 
Little children may be found ! 

Blessings on them ! — they in me 
Move a kindly sympathy, 
With their wishes, hopes, and fears, 
With their laughter and their tears, 
With their wonders, so intense, 
And their small experience ! 

Little children, not alone 
On this wide earth are you known ; 
'Mid its labors and its cares, 
'Mid its sufferings and its snares ; 
Free from sorrow, free from strife, 
In the world of love and life, 
Where no sinful thing hath trod, 
In the presence of our God, 
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Spotless, blameless, glorified, 
Little children, ye abide ! 

We seldom behold children at their play, 
without being carried back to the days of 
our childhood, when we were one of those 
'wee things,' and loved to gambol on the 
greensward, and gather buttercups in the 
fields. Many a little garden have we made 
in the dust, loaded ourselves with many a 
big posey, chased many a butterfly and 
young bird, in those early days. How light 
was our heart ! how blithe our spirits, with 
scarce a tint of care ! With -what speed and 
rapture we bounded to our merry play- 
fellows! How we shouted, and ran, and 
leaped for joy! Sweet days of our child- 
hood ! Why passed ye so soon away ? In 
our depressed and sorrowful moments, when 
care sits gloomily on our brow, and a weight 
of sadness lies at our heart, we can cast an 
eye back to the morning of our life, and from 
its unclouded sunshine, a cheering ray steals 
into our soul, and dispels, for a time, all 
gloom. What would we not give, to be a 
child once more ! 
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CHILDREN OF THE POOR. 

My heart is filled with gladness, 

When I behold how fair, 
How bright are rich men's children, 

With their thick, golden hair! 
For I know, 'mid countless treasure, 

Gleaned from the east and west, 
These* living, loving human beings 

Are still the rich man's best ! 

But my heart o'erfloweth to mine eyes, 

And a prayer is on my tongue, 
When T see the poor man's children, 

The toiling, though the young, 
Gathering, with sun-burnt hands, 

The dusty way-side flowers ! 
Alas ! that pastime symboleth 

Life's after, darker hours. 

My heart o'erfloweth to mine eyes, 

When I see the poor man stand, 
After his daily work is done, 

With children by the hand — 
And this he kisseth tenderly, 

And that sweet names doth call — 
For I know he has no treasure 

-Like those dear children small. 
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O, children young, I bless ye; 

Ye keep such love alive ! 
And the home can ne'er be desolate, 

When love has room to thrive ! 
O, precious household treasures ! 

Life's sweetest, honest claim ! 
The Saviour blessed you while on earth ; 

I bless thee in his name ! 



HUMAN FLOWERS. 

MRS. C. I. CARPENTER. 

Children are human flowers. Cares 
crush the spirit, and labor sobers animal 
life. Disappointment blights and treachery 
sours the sympathies of the soul, and mildew 
and rigidity would gather upon the face of 
human existence, but for infancy, springing 
up in all highways and byways, with smiling 
and bounding step, and joyous laugh, carry- 
ing the wayworn man back to his own spring 
time, whence, plucking a bouquet for his 
buttonhole, he forgets what manner of per- 
son he is, and joys on to the smile and the 
tune of other days. 
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LOVE OF CHILDREN. 

Somebody once said, beware of that man 
who does not love children; and we have 
abundant proof that great minds have always 
been delighted with the -frolics of innocence. 
The Duke of Wellington was remarkable 
for his fondness of children ; and when the 
veteran Blucher beheld the children assem- 
bled at St. Paul's, the unconscious tear 
trickled down the cheek of the hardy war- 
rior. The great Burke delighted to unbend 
his mighty mind amid children's play, and 
would lie his listless length on the floor, 
whilst they jumped over him in laughing 
sport ; and as for the fairer portion of crea- 
tion, Euripides hath long ago declared, they 
are ' all fond of children.' 



* A mother's love ! the fadeless light 
That glimmers o'er oar weary way, 
A star amid the clouds of night, 
An ever-burning, quenchless ray.' 
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CHILDHOOD. 

Harmless, happy little treasures, 
Full of truth, and trust, and mirth, 

Richest wealth and purest pleasures, 
In this mean and guilty earth, — 

How I love you, pretty creatures, 
Lamb-like flock of little things, 

Where the love that lights your features, 
From the heart in beauty springs. 

On these laughing, rosy faces 
There are no deep lines of sin ; 

None of passion's dreary traces, 
That betray the wounds within ; 

But yours is the sunny dimple, 
Radiant with untutored smiles ; 

Yours the heart, sincere and simple, 
Innocent of selfish wiles. 

Yours the natural curling tresses, 
Prattling tongues, and shyness coy, 

Tottering steps, and kind caresses, 
Pure with health and warm with joy. 

The dull slaves of gain, or passion, 
Cannot love you as they should ; 

The poor worldly fools of fashion, 
Would not love you if they could. 
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Write them childless, those cpld-hearted, 
Who can scorn thy generous boon, 

And whose souls with fear have smarted, 
Lest thy blessings come too soon. 

While he hath a child to love him, 

No man can be poor indeed ; 
While he trusts a Friend above him, 

None can sorrow, fear, or need. 

But for thee, whose hearth is lonely, 
And unwarmed by children's mirth, 

Spite of riches, thou art only 
Desolate and poor on. earth. 

All uukissed by innocent beauty, 

All unloved by guileless heart, 
All uncheered by sweetest duty, 

Childless man, how poor thou art ! 



Mr. Heron, a minister, had a large fam- 
ily of children. When dying, his weeping 
wife said, ' Alas ! what will become of these 
children?' He pleasantly replied, 'Never 
fear ; he that feeds the young ravens won't 
starve the young Herons.' 
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THE MOTHER'S HOPE. 

LAMAlf BLAWCHAKD. „ 

Heaven lies about us in our infancy— Wordsworth. 

Is there, when the winds are singing 

In the happy summer time — 
When the raptured air is ringing 
With earth's music, heavenward springing, 

Forest chirp, and village chime — 
Is there, of the sounds that float 
Minglingly, a single note 
Half so sweet, and clear, and wild, 
As the laughter of a child? 

Listen ! and be now delighted. 

Morn hath touched her golden strings ; 
Earth and sky their vows have plighted, 
Life and light are reunited, 

Amid countless carolliugs ; 
Yet delicious as they are, 
There 's a sound that 's sweeter far — 
One that makes the heart rejoice 
More than all — the human voice! 

Organ, finer, deeper, clearer, 

Though it be a stranger's tone ; 
Than the winds or waters dearer, 
More enchanting to the hearer, 

For it answereth his own. 
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But of all its witching words, 
Sweeter than the songs of birds, 
Those are sweetest, bubbling wild 
Through the laughter of a child. 

Harmonies from time-touched towers, 

Haunted strains from rivulets, 
Hum of bees among the flowers, 
Rustling leaves, and silver showers — 

These, ere long, the ear forgets. 
But in mine there is a sound, 
Ringing on the whole year round ; 
Heart-deep laughter, that I heard 
Ere my child could speak a word. 

Ah ! H was heard by ear far purer, 
Fondlier formed to catch the strain — 

Ear of one whose love is surer ; 

Hers, the mother, the endurer 
Of the deepest share of pain ; 

Hers the deepest bliss, to treasure 

Memories of that cry of pleasure } 

Hers to hoard, a lifetime after, 

Echoes of that infant laughter. 

Yes ; a mother's large affection 

Hears with a mysterious sense ; 
Breathings that evade detection, 
Whisper faint, and fine inflexion, 

Thrill in her with power intense. 
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Childhood's honeyed tones untaught 
Hiveth she, in loving-thought j 
Tones that never thence depart, 
For she listens — with her heart! 



ETTVS ROVER. 

L. S. LANDOIf. 

Thou lovely and thou happy child, 

Ah, how I envy thee ! 
I should be glad to change our state, 

If such a change might be. 

And yet it is a lingering joy 

To watch a thing so fair, 
To think, that in our weary life 

Such pleasant moments are. 

A little monarch thou art there, 

And of a fairy realm ; 
Without a foe to overthrow, 

A care to overwhelm. 

Thy world is in thy own glad will, 

And in each fresh delight, 
And in thy unused heart, which makes 

Its own, its golden light. 
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With no, misgivings in thy past, 

Thy future with no fear 5 
The present circles thee around, 

An angel's atmosphere. 

How little is the happiness 

That will content a child ; 
A favorite dog, a sunny fruit, 

A blossom growing wild. 

A word will fill the little heart 
With pleasure and with pride ; 

It is a harsh, a cruel thing, 
That such can be denied. 

And yet how many weary hours 
Those joyous creatures know ; 

How much of sorrow and restraint 
They to their elders owe ! 

How much they suffer from our faults, 
How much from our mistakes ! 

How often too mistaken zeal 
An infant's misery makes ! 

We overrule, and overteacb, 

We curb and we confine ; 
And put the heart to school too soon, 

To learn our narrow line. 
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No ; only taught by lore to love, 
Seems childhood's natural task ; 

Affection, gentleness, and hope, 
Are ail its brief years ask. 

Enjoy thy happiness, sweet child, 
With careless heart and eye ; 

Enjoy those few bright hoars which now, 
E'en now, are hurrying by. 

And let the gazer on thy face 
Grow glad with watching thee, 

And better, kinder, — such, at least, 
Its influence on me. 



THE LITTLE BOY WHO PRAYED. 

REV. DR. HAWKX8. 

I knew a widow*, very poor, 
Who four small children had ; 

The oldest was but six years old, 
A gentle, modest lad. 

And very hard this widow toiled 

To feed her children four ; 
An honest pride the woman felt, 

Though she was very poor. 



THK FAMILY CIRCLE. 



61 



To labor she would leave her home, 

For children must be fed ; 
And glad was she when she could hug 

A shilling's worth of bread. 

And this was all the children had 

Ou any day to eat; 
They drank iheir water, ate their bread, 

But never tasted meat. 



One day, when snow was falling fast, 

And piercing was the air, 
I thought that I would go and see 

How these poor children were. 

Ere long I reached their cheerless home, 
'T was searched by every breeze ; 

When going in, the eldest child 
I saw vpon his knees. 

I paused to listen to the boy — 

He never raised his head ; 
But still went on, and said — ( Give u$ 

This day our daily bread.* 

I waited till the child was done, 

Still listening as he prayed ; 
And when he rose, I asked him why 

The Lord's prayer he had said? 
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* Why, Sir, said he, this morning, when 
My mother went away 
She wept, because she said she had 
No bread for us to-day. 

She said we children now must starve, 

Our father being dead ; 
And then I told her not to cry, 

For I could get some bread. 

Our Maker, Sir, the prayer begins ; 

Which made me think that he, 
As we have got no father here, 

Would our kind father be. 

And then, you know, the prayer, Sir, too, 
Asks God for bread each day ; 

So in the corner, Sir, I went, 
And that 's what made me pray.' 

I quickly left that wretched room, 

And went with feeling feet ; 
And very soon was back again, 

With food enough to eat. 

4 1 thought God heard *ne,' said the boy j 
I answered with a nod — 
I could not speak— but much I thought 
Of that child's faith in God. 
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THE PARENT'S LOSS. 

KNICKSKBOCKKR. 

A few months ago I buried my eldest 
son, a fine, manly boy of eight years of age, 
who had never had a day's sickness until 
that which took him hence to be here no 
more. His death occurred under circum- 
stances peculiarly painful to me. A younger 
brother, the next in age to him, a delicate, 
sickly child from a babe, had been down for 
nearly a fortnight with an epidemic fever. 
In consequence of the nature of the disease, 
I used every precaution that prudence sug- 
gested to guard the other members of my 
family against it. But of this one, my eldest, 
I had but little fear ; he was so rugged, and 
so generally healthy. Still, however, I kept 
a vigilant eye upon him, and especially for- 
bade his going into the pools and docks near 
his school, which he was prone to visit. 

One evening I came home wearied with a 
long day's hard labor, and vexed at some 
little disappointments, and found that he 
had also just come into the house, and that 
I he was wet, and covered with dock mud. 
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I taxed him with disobedience, and scolded 
him severely — more so than I had ever done 
before; and then harshly ordered him to 
bed. He opened his lips for an exculpatory 
reply, as I supposed, but I sternly checked 
him ; when, with a mute, sorrowful counte- 
nance, and a swelling breast, he turned 
away, and went slowly to his chamber. My 
heart smote me, even at the moment, though 
I felt conscious of doing but a father's duty. 
But how much keener did I feel the pang, 
when I was informed, in the course of the 
evening, by a neighbor, that my boy had 
gone to the dock at the earnest solicitation 
of a younger and favorite playmate, and by 
the especial permission of his schoolmaster, 
in order to recover a cap belonging to the 
former, which had blown off the wharf. 
Thus I learned, that what I had treated with 
unwonted severity as a fault, was but the 
impulse of a generous nature, which, for- 
getful of self, had hazarded perhaps life for 
another. It was but the quick prompting of 
that manly spirit, which I had always en- 
deavored to engraft on his susceptible mind, 
and which, young as he was, had already 
manifested itself on more than one occasion. 
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How bitterly did I regret my harshness, 
and resolve to make amends to his grieved 
spirit in the morning I Alas ! that morning 
never came to him in health. Before retir- 
ing for the night, however, I crept to his low 
cot, and bent over him. A tear had stolen 
down upon his cheek, and rested there. I 
kissed it off; but he slept so sweetly and so 
calmly, that I did not venture to disturb 
him. The next day he awoke with a raging 
fever on his brain, and in forty-eight hours 
was no more ! He did not know me when I 
was first, called to his bedside, nor at any 
moment afterward, though in silent agony I 
bent over him till death and darkness closed 
the scene. I would have given worlds to 
have whispered one kind word in his ear, 
and have been answered; but it was not 
permitted. Once indeed a smile, I thought 
of recognition, lighted up his eye, and I 
leaned eagerly forward ; but it passed quick 
ly away, and was succeeded by the cold, 
unmeaning glare, and the wild tossing of the 
fevered limbs, that lasted till death came to 
his relief. 

Every thing I now see that belonged to 
him, reminds me of the lost one. Yesterday 
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I found some rude pencil-sketches, which it 
was his delight to make for the amusement 
of his younger brother ; to-day, in rummag- 
ing an old closet, I came across his boots, 
still covered with dock mud, as when he 
last wore them; and every morning and 
evening, I pass the ground where his voice 
rang the merriest among his playmates. All 
these things speak to me vividly of his ac- 
tive life ; but I cannot, though I often try, 
recall any other expression of his face, than 
that mute, mournful one with which he 
turned from me on the night I so harshly 
repulsed him. Then my heart bleeds afresh. 
! how careful should we be, that in all our 
conduct towards those little beings sent us 
by ft kind Providence, we are not laying up 
for ourselves the source of many a bitter 
tear ! How cautious, that neither by incon- 
siderate word or look we unjustly grieve 
their generous feelings ! And how guardedly 
ought we to weigh every action against its 
motive, lest, in a moment of excitement, we 
be led to mete out to the venial errors of the 
heart the punishment due only to willing 
crime ! Alas ! perhaps few parents suspect 
how often the sudden blow, the fierce re- 
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buke, is answered in their children by the 
tears, not of passion, not of physical or men- 
tal pain, but of a loving but grieved or 
outraged nature. 



THE DYING BOY. 



MBS. LVCIHDA LARNKD. 



The following lines were written after reading an ac- 
count of the death of a young mother and three chil- 
dren, from the inhuman neglect of the husband and 
father. The wife was taken suddenly ill, and left alone 
with her little ones, while her husband went to procure 
a physician and other needful assistance, the nearest 
house being over two miles distant ; but he forgot every- 
thing save his own depraved appetite, became intoxi- 
cated before accomplishing his errand, remained so for 
a week, and on his return home round them all dead. 
It is supposed that the mother died soon after the birth 
of her child, and that the child struggled the longest — 
that In trying to soothe his expiring sister, the boy sunk 
down from weakness beside her, and could not at lost 
release himself from her grasp. 

O! mother dear, my lips are dry, 
And Bessy's hands are cold ; — 

Mother, dear mother! help me nigh 
Your bosom— sorely you ean hold 
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Your little boy. I will not cry, 
Nor ask again for drink or bread, 

If you will only let me lie 
On your breast, and hold my head. 

O, mother ! call your little boy 
To your bedside ; he >U try to crawl ; 

You said I was your only joy, 
Your darling Henry, and your all ; 

And then, you looked and screamed out so- 
• Boy ! to your cruel father go I 

Why do you weep and wail for me ? 

Fly ! fly f I r ve nothing here for thee ! » 

Don't stare on me, mother, dear! 

Pm still — though Bessy will not stir; 
And she 's too cold to lie so near— 

O, why don't father come to her? 
Poor Bessy cried herself to sleep ; 

1 wish I could — but when I try, 
My lids wont shut — and always keep 

Wide open on your staring eye ! 

Mother! how can you lie so still, 

With the dead baby in your arms? 
Who did the little dear one kill? 

You said 't was now safe from all harms : 
Can H I be dead too, mother, say? 

I 'm sure 't is very lonesome here — 
Is heaven a very great long way? 

And is our Father waiting there? 
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I >m tired now, and cannot go, 
And the bright son does blind me so ; — 
O, shut your eyes, dear mother, do ! 
And let me love to gaze on you. 
How can yon see ns lying thus, 

On this iced floor— r our feet so cold ? 
Once you would fondly ran to us, 

And rouud us both the blankets fold. 

I 'm falling — O, the room turns round *— 

I cannot see you now ; — but hark ! 
I hear a soft and pleasant sound ; 

Perhaps it is the little lark. 
I love such sounds as these to hear, 

And it is dark no longer now. 
Dear little girls with wings are near, 

And they are smiling on me too. 

O, 't is their songs so sweet and clear ; 
I think I hear them softly say, 
* Dear children, stay no longer here ; — 

Come with us, we '11 lead the way* — 
It must be heaven where they dwell : 
I come ! — I come ! — mother, farewell ! 

# * • » • 

• # * • 
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THE CHILD AT PRAYER. 

*T was summer's eve — the rosy light 

Had faded from the sky, 
And stars came twinkling pare and bright, 

Through the blue, arch on high ; 
And the western breezes softly stole 

To kiss the weeping flower, 
And nature wore her sweetest smile, 

To bless the twilight hour. 

There sat within a curtained room, 

A mother young and fair— 
What voice comes softly through the gloom? 

'T is childhood's voice in prayer! 
A cherub boy is kneeling now, 

Beside that mother's knee — 
She who has taught him when to bow 

Before the Deity. 

A father on the distant deep, 

A sister slumbering near, 
A babe upon the mother's breast, 

And that kind mother dear ; 
For every living thing he loves, 

His prayer ascends to heaven ; 
And for himself he humbly asks 

Each sin may be forgiven. 
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And in after years, when grief 

Shall bow his spirit down, 
And the world, the cold and bitter world, 

Shall meet him with a frown — 
And when allured from virtue's path 

He treads a dangerous way — 
O, he will turn and bless the hour 

When first he knelt to pray. 

And the kind hand that then was laid 

Upon his silken hair — 
And the soft voice that taught him first 

His simple words of prayer — 
Will come again, with thrilling power, 

To still his pulses wild, 
And lure bim back, in that dark hour, 

As sinless as a child. 

The prayer is o'er — the last fond kiss 

By that kind mother given ; 
Bat rises not from scene like this 

That childish prayer to heaven? 
It does, it does — an angel's wing 

Has borne its tone of joy, 
And the earnest blessings which it sought 

Come on the sleeping boy. 
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THE LAST— THE STRONGEST LINK. 

O ! in our sterner manhood, when no ray 
Of earlier sunshine glimmers on our way, 
When girt with sin, and sorrow, and the toil 
Of cares, which tear the bosom that they soil — 
O ! if there be in retrospection's chain 
One link that knits us with young dreams again, 
One thought so sweet, we scarcely dare to muse 
. On all the hoarded raptures it reviews, 
Which seems each instant, in its backward range, 
The heart to soften, and its ties to change, 
And every spring, untouched for years, to move, 

It is — THE MEMORY 07 A. MOTHER'S LOVX. 



How little do we appreciate a mother's 
tenderness while living ! How heedless are 
we, in childhood, of all her anxieties and 
kindness ! But when she is dead and gone, 
when the cares and coldness of the world 
come withering to our hearts, when we learn 
how hard it is to find true sympathy, how 
few love us for ourselves, how few will be- 
friend us in our misfortunes ; then it is we 
think of the mother we have lost.' 
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MATERNAL INFLUENCE. 

J. 8. LAW. 

Behold the tenderest sight on earth — 
the mother giving the first bent to the mind 
that is immortal. ! what lessons of heav- 
enly wisdom may come down through her 
lips and find their way to a heart not yet in 
contact with the world ! How may she seize 
on the first indications of intellect, and con- 
secrate it to God. How may the eye of a 
mother, beaming with affectionate regard, 
direct the little dependent being to the 
Saviour! A warm-hearted and prudent 
mother will exert almost an unlimited in- 
fluence over her children the first six or 
eight years of their life ; a period, above all 
others, when the heart is susceptible of deep 
and lasting impressions. Solomon frequent- 
ly adverts, with great tenderness, to the 
pious counsels of a mother. Timothy was 
instructed, when a child, by his mother and 
grandmother. — John Randolph, of Roanoke, 
used to say, * I should have been a French 
atheist, were it not for the recollections of 
the time when my departed mother used to 
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take my little hand in hers, and make me 
say, on my bended knees, " Our Father, who 
art in heaven ! " ' There are few men emi- 
nent for science and religion, who have not 
expressed deep-felt gratitude for the ex- 
ample, counsels, and prayers of a pious 
mother ; and it would be difficult-to find an 
instance in which children have been brought 
up in the fear of God, and the love of the 
Saviour, where the mother has showed no 
marked solicitude to cherish a life of piety 
in her family. 



A MOTHER'S HAND. 

Did you ever awaken, while on a bed of 
sickness, and find a mother's hand pressed 
upon your forehead? It is pleasant thus 
to wake from a dream, even when affliction 
is on you. You are assured that you have 
at least one friend, and that that friend is a 
true one. You are assured, that if you never 
go forth into the world, you will die lament- 
ed ; and when pain and distress are on you, 
such an assurance is consoling. At such a 
time, you can read more rally a mother's 
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feelings than a tongue can express them. 
The anxiety with which she gazes upon you 
—the tenderness with which she sympa- 
thizes with you — the willingness with which 
she supplies your wants — all serve to indi- 
cate the secret workings of her heart. 



A MOTHER. 

Who can look coldly upon a mother? 
Who, after the unspeakable tenderness and 
care with which she has fostered him through 
infancy, guided him through childhood, and 
deliberated with him through the perplexi- 
ties of opening manhood, can speak irrever- 
ently of a mother ? Her claims to the affec- 
tions of her offspring are founded in nature, 
and cold must be the heart that can deny 
them. Over the grave of a friend, of a 
brother, or of a sister, I would plant the 
primrose, for it is emblematical of youth ; 
but over that of a mother, I would let the 
green grass shoot up unmolested, for there 
is something in the simple covering which 
nature spreads upon the grave, that well 
becomes the abiding-place of decaying age. 
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BIRTHDAY VERSES. 

N. P. WILLIS. 

* The heart that we hare lain near before our birth, is 
the only one that cannot forget that it has loved us.' 

Philip SUn&by. 

My birthday ! — O, beloved mother! 

My heart is with thee o'er the seas, 
I did not think to count another, 

Before I wept upon thy knees — 
Before this scroll of absent years 
Was blotted with thy streaming tears. 

My own I do not care to check. 

I weep — albeit here alone — 
As if I hang upon thy neck, 

As if thy lips were on my own ; 
As if this full, sad heart of mine, 
Were beating closely upon thine. 

Four weary years ! How looks she now ? 

What light is in those tender eyes ? 
What trace of time has touched the brow 

Whose look is borrowed of the skies, 
That listen to her nightly prayer? 
How is she changed since he was there 
Who sleeps upon her heart al way — 

Whose name upon her lips is worn — 
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For whom the night seems made to pray— 
For whom she wakes to pray at morn — 
Whose sight is dim, whose heart-strings stir, 
Who weeps these tears — to think of her ! 

I know not if my mothers eyes 

Would find me changed in slighter things ; 
I 've wandered beneath many skies, 

And tasted of some bitter springs ; 
And many leaves, once fair and gay, 
From youth's full flower have dropped away ; 
But as these looser leaves depart, 

The lessened flower gets near the core, 
And, when deserted quite, the heart 

Takes closer what was dear of yore — 
And yearns to those who loved it first— 
The sunshine and the dew by which its bud was 
nursed 

Dear mother ? dost thou love me yet ? 

Am I remembered in my home ? 
When those I love for joy are met, 

Does some one wish that I would come? 
Thou dost — I eon beloved of these ! 

But as the school-boy numbers o'er, 
Night after night, the Pleiades, 

And finds the stars he found before — 
As turns the maiden oft her token — 

As counts the miser aye his gold — 
So, till life's silver cord is broken, 

Would I of thy fond love be told. 
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My heart is full, mine eyes are wet — 
Dear mother ! dost thou love thy long-lost wan- 
derer yet? 

O, when the hour to meet again 

Creeps on — and, speeding o'er the sea, 
My heart takes up its lengthened chain, 

And, link by link, draws nearer thee — 
When land is hailed, and, from the shore, 

Comes off the blessed breath of home, 
With fragrance from my mother's door, 

Of flowers forgotten when I come — 
When port is gained, and slowly now 

The old familiar paths are passed, 
And, entering — unconscious how — 

I gaze upon thy face at last, 
And run to thee, all faint and weak, 
And feel thy tears upon my cheek — 

O ! if my heart break not with joy, 
The light of heaven will fairer seem ; 

And I shall grow once more a boy : 
And, mother ! — 't will be like a dream, 

That we were parted thus for years — 

And, once that we have dried our tears, 

How will the days seem long and bright — 
To meet thee always with the mom, 

And hear thy blessing every night — 
Thy 4 dearest! » thy « first-born ! » 
And be no more, as now, in a strange land, 
forlorn ! 
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KINDNESS TO PARENTS. 

These are but very few instances of 
more touching kindness to parents, than that 
mentioned by Mr. Bruce in his Juvenile 
Anecdotes. 

1 An officer having remained some time at 
Kingston, in Surrey, for the purpose of rais- 
ing recruits, received orders to join his regi- 
ment. On the evening before his departure, 
a young man of the most engaging aspect 
made his appearance, and desired to be en- 
listed into his company. His air at once 
indicated a well-cultivated mind, and com- 
manded respect. 

* He betrayed, however, evident marks of 
perturbation, and was greatly embarrassed ; 
the officer asked the cause of it ; "I trem- 
ble," said he, "lest you should deny my 
request." Whilst he was speaking, the tears 
rolled down his cheeks. "No," answered 
the officer, "I accept your offer most heart- 
ily; why should you imagine a refusal?" 
" Because the bounty which I expect may 
perhaps be too high." " How much then 
do you demand ? " said the officer. " It is 
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no unworthy motive, but an urgent claim 
that compels me to ask ten guineas ; and I 
shall be most miserable of mankind if you 
refuse me." " Ten guineas ! " said the offi- 
cer, " that indeed is very high ; but I am 
pleased with you : I trust to your honor for 
the discharge of your duty, and will strike 
to the bargain at once. Here are ten guin- 
eas ; to-morrow we depart." 

* The young man, overwhelmed with joy, 
begged permission to return home, to per- 
form a sacred duty, and promised to be back 
within an hour. The officer, impressed by 
the honesty of his countenance, yielded to 
his desire; but, observing something mys- 
terious in his manner, he was induced, by 
curiosity, to follow him at some distance. 
He saw him hastening towards the town 
prison, where he knocked and was admitted. 
The officer quickened his pace ; and when 
he came to the door of the prison, he over- 
heard the young man say to the jailer: 
" Here is the money for which my father is 
imprisoned ; I put it into your hands, and I 
request you will conduct me to him imme- 
diately, that I may release him from his 
misery." The jailer did as he requested. 
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- ' The officer delayed a few minutes, that 
the young man might have an opportunity 
of being alone with his father ; he then fol- 
lowed him. What a scene ! he saw the son 
in the arms of a venerable and aged father, 
who, without uttering a word, pressed him 
to his heart, and bedewed him with tears. 
A few minutes passed before he observed the 
officer, who, deeply affected, approached 
them, and said to the old man, " Compose 
yourself; I will not deprive you of so wor- 
thy a son. Permit me to restore him to you, 
that I may not regret the money which he 
has employed in so virtuous a manner." 

* The father and son fell upon their knees 
at his feet. The young man refused, at 
first, to accept of his proffered freedom ; but 
the worthy officer insisted that he should 
remain with his father. He accompanied 
them both from the prison, and took his 
leave with the pleasing reflection of having 
contributed to the happiness of a worthy son 
and an unfortunate father. 

4 What mind is not enamored, what heart is 
not affected, by such touching instances of 
filial kindness ? And what child is not 
ready to exclaim, " 0, my father, my mother, 
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I will share with you my last crust, and feel 
at once both honored and happy, to return 
upon you in your old age, the kindness you 
bestowed upon me in my youth, my child- 
hood, and infancy." ' 



THE SICK DAUGHTER TO HER 
MOTHER. 

MRS. DAVIDSON. 

About three weeks before Margaret's de- 
parture, I one morning found her in the 
parlor, where she spent a portion of her time 
in retirement ; I saw that she had been much 
agitated, and seemed weary. I seated my- 
self by her, and rested her head on my 
bosom, while I gently pressed my hand on I 
her throbbing temples to soothe the agitation 
of her nerves. She kissed me again and 
again, and seemed as if she feared to trust her 
voice to speak lest her feelings should over- 
come her. As I returned her caress, she 
silently put a folded paper into my hands. 
I began to open it, when she gently laid her 
hand on mine, and said, in a low, tremulous 
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tone, ' not now, dear mother ! ' I then led 
her back to her room, placed her upon the 
sofa, and retired to examine* the paper. It 
contained the following lines : 

TO MT MOTHER. 

O, mother ! would the power were mine 
To wake the strain thou lov'st to hear, 

And breathe each trembling, new-born thought, 
Within thy fondly listening ear ; 

As when, in days of health and glee, 

My hopes and fancies wandered free. 

Bat, mother, now a shade has past 
Athwart my brightest visions here ; 

A cloud of darkest gloom has wrapt 
The remnant of my brief career. 

No song, no echo can I win, 

The sparkling fount has died within. 

The torch of earthly hope burns dim, 

And fancy spreads her wings no more ; 
And, O, how vain and trivial seem 

The pleasures that I prized before. 
My soul, with trembling steps and slow, 

Is struggling on through doubt and strife ; 
O, may it prove, as time rolls on, 

The pathway to eternal life — 
Then, when my cares and fears are o'er, 
I '11 sing thee as in days of yore. 
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I said that hope had passed from earth ;' 
'T was but to fold her wings in heaven ; 

To whisper of^he soul's new birth, 
Of sinners saved, and sins forgiven. 

When mine are washed in tears away, 
Then shall my spirit swell its lay. 

When God shall guide my soul above, 
By the soft cords of heavenly love, 
When the vain cares of earth depart, 
And tuneful voices swell my heart ; 
Then shall each word, each note I raise, 
Burst forth in pealing hymns of praise ; 
And all not offered at his shrine, 
Dear mother, I will place on thine. 

It was long before I could regain sufficient 
composure to return to her. When I did so, 
I found her sweetly calm, and she greeted 
me with a smile so full of affection, that I 
shall cherish the recollection of its bright- 
ness until my latest breath. It was the last 
piece she ever wrote, except a parody of 
four lines on the .hymn, ' I would not live 
alway,' which was written within the last 
week of her life. 



k 
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A GOOD DAUGHTER. 

DR. PALFREY. 

A good daughter ! There are other min- 
isters of love more conspicuous than her, 
but none in which a gentler, lovelier spirit 
dwells, and none to which her heart's warm 
requitals more joyfully respond. There is 
no such thing as a comparative estimate of 
a parent's love for one or another child. 
There is little which he needs to covet, to 
whom the treasure of a good child has been 
given. But a son's occupation and pleasures 
carry him abroad, and he resides more 
among temptations, which hardly permit 
affection that is following him, perhaps, over 
half the globe, to be unmingled with anxi 
ety, until the time when he comes to relin- 
quish the shelter of his father's roof for one 
of his own ; while a good daughter is the 
steady light of her parent's house. 

Her ideal is indissolubly connected with 
that of his happy fireside. She is his morn- 
ing sunlight and evening star: The grace, 
vivacity, and tenderness of her sex have 
their place in the mighty sway which she 



106 THE FAMILY CIRCLE. 

■A i - 

holds over his spirit. The lessons of re- 
corded wisdom which he reads with her 
eyes, come to his mind with a new charm, 
as blended with the beloved melody of her 
voice. He scarcely knows weariness which 
her song does not make him forget, or gloom 
which is proof against the young brightness 
of her smile. She is the pride and ornament 
of his hospitality, the gentle nurse of his 
sickness, and the constant agent in those 
nameless, numberless acts of kindness which 
one chiefly cares to have rendered because 
they are unpretending but expressive proofs 
of love. And then what a cheerful sharer 
she is, and what an able lightener of her 
mother's cares ! What an ever-present de- 
light and triumph to a mother's affection. 

Ah ! how little do those daughters know 
of the powers God has committed to them, 
and the happiness God would have them 
enjoy, who do not, every time a parent's 
eye rests upon them, bring a rapture to a 
parent's heart. A true love will almost cer- 
tainly always greet their approaching foot- 
steps, with expressions of delight. But their 
ambition should be, not to have it a love 
merely which feelings implanted by nature 
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excite, but one made intense and overflow- 
ing by approbation of worthy conduct, and 
she is strangely blind to her own happiness, 
as well as undutiful to them to whom she 
owes most, in whom the perpetual appeals 
of parental disinterestedness do not call 
forth the prompt and fond echo of filial de- 
votion. 



THE MOTHERLESS. 

MRS. SIGOURNEY. 

You *rb weary, precious ones ! your eyes 

Are wandering far and wide ; 
Think ye of her, who knew so well 

Your lender thoughts to guide ; 
Who could to wisdom's sacred lore 

Your fixed attention claim? — 
Ah ! never from your hearts erase 

That blessed mother's name ! 

'T is time to say your evening hymn, 

My youngest infant dove ! 
Come, press thy velvet cheek to mine, 

And learn the lay of love ; 
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My sheltering arms can clasp you all, 

My poor, deserted throng ! 
Cling, as yon used to cling, to her 

Who sings the angels' song. 

Begin, sweet birds, the Accustomed strain ; 

Come, warble loud and clear ; 
Alas ! alas ! you' re weeping all, 

You 're sobbing in my ear ! 
Good night — go say the prayer she taught 

Beside your little bed ; 
The lips that used to bless you there, 

Are silent with the dead ! 

A father's hand your course may guide, 

Amid the thorns of life ; 
His care protect those shrinking plants 

That dread the storms of strife ; 
But who upon your infant hearts 

Shall like the^nother write ? 
Who touch the strings that rule the soul?— 

Dear, smitten flock ! — Good night ! 



tjcHc 



Gentleness is a sort of rand atmosphere, 
and it enters into a child's soul like the sun- 
shine into the rosebud, slowly but surely, 
expanding it into beauty and vigor. 
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TO MY FATHER. 

ALFRED B. ELY. 

God bless thee, O my father! whose dear love 

O'er all my life has shed a radiant ray ; 
That, like a holy influence from above, 

More dear, more cherished than the light of day, 

Has ever blessed me in my onward way, 
And filled my heart with gladness, since a boy, 

With longing love, for thee I strove to pray, 
And felt the wish that could not words employ. 

Old age its frosts has shed upon thy brow, 
And many cares and griefs have dimmed thine 
eye; • 

Yet while stern Time has made thy strength to 
bow, 

Is thy large heart, as ever, gushing now 
With warm affections that sh an never die. 
God bless thee, then, my father, from on high! 
And bathed in cloudless peace may thy sun set 

at even ! 
For well I knovt twill rise to shine serene in 
heavenJ^ 
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THE BROTHERS. 

CHARLES 8PRAGUB. 

We are but two — the others sleep 
Through death's untroubled night ; 

We are but two — O, let us keep 
The link that binds us bright. 

Heart leaps to heart — the sacred flood 
That warms us is the same ; 

That good old man — his honest blood 
Alike we fondly claim. 

We in one mother's arms were locked - 

Long be her love repaid ; 
In the same cradle we were rocked, 

Round the same hearth we played. 

Our boyish sports were all the same, 

Each little joy and woe ; 
Let manhood keep alive the flame 

Lit up so long ago. ^ 

We are but two — be tnat the band 

To hold us till we die ; 
Shoulder to shoulder let us stand, 

Till side by side we lie. 



v _-. 
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MY BROTHER. 

CHARLOTTE ELIZABETH 

* * * The brightest, the sweetest, 
the most sparkling creature that ever lived, 
he was all joy, all love. I do not remember 
to have seen him for one moment out of 
temper or out of spirits, for the first sixteen 
years of his life ; and he was to me what the 
natural sun is to the system. We were 
never separated ; our studies, our plays, our 
walks, our plans, our hearts, were always 
one. That holy band which the Lord has 
woven, that inestimable blessing of fraternal 
love and confidence, was never broken, 
never loosened between us, from the cradle 
to his grave ; and God forbid that I should 
say or think that the grave has broken it ! 
****** 

There was indeed but one heart between 
us, and neither could fancy what it would be 
to rejoice or to suffer alone. Of this I once 
gave the most satisfactory evidence. He 
took the measles, and was exceedingly ill, 
and great precautions were used to preserve 
me from the infection ; but, unable to brook 
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a separation from him, I baffled their vigi- 
lance, burst into his apartment, and laying 
my cheek to his, resisted for awhile all ef- 
forts to remove me. To my infinite delight 
I sickened immediately, and considered it 
an ample compensation for all attendant 
suffering, that I was allowed to sit con- 
stantly in the same room with him. 

How strong, how sweet, how sacred is 
the tie that binds an only sister to an only 
brother, when they have been permitted to 
grow up together, untrammelled by the 
heartless forms of fashion; unrivalled by 
alien claimants in their confiding affection ; 
undivided in study, in sport, and interest. 
Some object, that such union renders the 
boy too effeminate and the girl too mascu- 
line. In our case it did neither. He was 
the manliest, the hardiest, most decided, 
most intrepid character imaginable ; but in 
manners sweet, gentle, and courteous, as 
they will be who are accustomed to look 
with protecting tenderness on an associate 
weaker than themselves. And as for me, 
though I must plead guilty to the charge of 
being more healthy, more active, and per- 
haps more energetic than young ladies are 
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usually expected to be, still I never was 
considered unfeminine ; and the only pecu- 
liarity resulting from this constant inter- 
course with one of the superior sex, was to 
give me a high sense of that superiority, 
with a habit of deference to man's judgment, 
and submission to man's authority, which I 
am quite sure God intended the woman to 
yield. Every way has this fraternal tie been 
a rich blessing to me. 

* * * * # * 

Some of the good people, who for lack of 
a relay of ideas borrow one of their neigh- 
bors, and ride it to death, treated me to a 
leaf from the book of Job's comforters, when 
the calamity fell op me of that precious 
brother's death, by. telling me I had made an 
idol of him. It was equally false as foolish. 
An idol is something that either usurps 
God's place,, or withdraws our thoughts and 
affections from him. The very reverse of 
this was my case. I had an additional mo- 
tive for continually seeking the Lord, not 
only in prayer for the enlightening influences 
of the Holy Spirit on behalf of one so dear, 
but also for grace to walk most circumspect- 
ly myself, lest I should cast any stumbling- 

8 
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block in his way, or give him occasion to 
suspect that my religious profession was a 
name, and not a reality. Do I repent loving 
my brother so well? I wish it had been 
possible to love him better. These warm 
affections of the heart are among the sweet- 
est relics of a lost Eden, and I would sooner 
tear up the flowers that God has left to smile 
in our daily path through a sin-blighted 
wilderness, — far sooner, — than I would 
cease to cherish, to foster, to delight in the 
brighter, sweeter flowers of domestic love, 
carried to the full extent of all its endearing 
capabilities. 



MY SISTER DEAR, REMEMBER ME. 

XDWAKV BVERKTT. 

Yes, dear one, to the envied train 

Of those around thy homage pay ; 
But wilt thou never kindly deign 

To think of him that '» far away? 
Thy form, thine eye, thy angel smile, 

For many years I may not see ; 
But wilt thou not sometimes the while, 

My sister dear, remember me? 



i 
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But not in Fashion's brilliant hall, 

Surrounded by the gay and fair, 
And thou the fairest of them all, — 

O, think not, think not of me there ; 
But when the thoughtless crowd is gone, 

And hushed the voice of senseless glee, 
And all is silent, still, and lone, 

And thou art sad, remember me. 

Remember me — but not as I 

On thee forever, ever dwell, 
With anxious heart and drooping eye, 

And doubts 't would grieve thee should I tell ; 
But in thy calm, unclouded heart, 

Where dark and gloomy visions flee, 
O, there, my sister, be my part, 

And kindly there remember me. 



THE INFLUENCE OF SISTERS. 

'That man has grown among kind and 
affectionate sisters/ I once heard a lady of 
much observation and experience remark. 

' And why do you think so ? ' said I. 

1 Because of the rich development of all 
the tender feelings of the heart, which are so 
apparent in every word.' 

A sister's influence is felt even in man- 
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hood's later years ; and the heart of him who 
has grown cold with its chilling contact with 
the world will warm and thrill with pore 
enjoyment, as some incident awakes within 
him the soft tones and glad melodies of his 
sister's voice. And he will turn from pur- 
poses which a warped and false philosophy 
has reasoned into expediency, and weep for 
the gentler influence which moved him in 
his earlier years. 



( Oh ! tell us not of others love, it cannot 
surpass that of a sister. What can be purer 
than her caresses, what can be more heavenly 
than her smile ? The memory of a sister's 
kindness, and the consciousness of her affec- 
tion have been a balm to our hearts in every 
ill. They have cheered us in sickness, and 
sorrow, and absence ; they have been to us 
beacons of hope and happiness. And they 
will continue with us, thank God ! until we 
too shall have done with the toils of life.' 

GRAHAM'S MAGAZINE. 
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THE OLD CLOCK. 

XLIZA COOK. 

Clock of the household, the sound of thy ball 
Tells the hour, and to many 't is all thou canst 

tell; 
But to me thou canst preach with the tongue of 

a sage, 
And whisper old tales from Life's earliest page. 
Thou bringest back visions of heart-bounding 

times, 
When thy midnight stroke chorussed the loud 

carolled chimes ; 
When our Christmas was noted for festival mirth, 
And the merry New Year had a boisterous birth. 

Thou hast broke on my ear through the dead of 

the night, 
Till my spirit, out-wearied, has prayed for the 

light ; 
When thy echoing tone, and a mother's faint 

breath, 
Seemed the sepulchre tidings that whispered of 

death. 
I have listened to thee, when my own pillowed 

brow 
Was wild in its throbbing and deep in its glow ; 
When the madness of fever, and anguish of pain, 
Left a doubt if I ever should hear thee again. 
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Thou hast always been nigh : thou hast looked 

upon all, — 
On the birth— on the bridal— the cradle— and 

pall; 
To the infant at play, and the sire turning gray, 
Thou hast spoken the warning of* passing away.' 
My race may be run, when thy musical chime 
Will be still ringing out in the service of Time ; 
And the clock of the household will chime in the 

room, 
When I, the forgotten one, sleep in the tomb ! 



A MOTHER'S LOVE. 

What is bo faithful? From infancy to 
age, * through good report and through evil 
report,' the dews of maternal affection are 
shed upon the soul. When heart-stricken 
and abandoned, when branded by shame, 
followed by scorn, her arms are still open ; 
her breast still kind. Through every trial 
that love will follow, cheer us in misfortune, 
support us in disease, smooth the pillow of 
pain, and moisten the bed of death. 

Happy is he who knows a mother's love ! 



1 
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A FAMILY MEBTDGGL 

The following ii a brief 
which was enjoyed a few 
distinguished clergyman ia 
England. 

* Long before Edward came oat Ibr, Ae 
Dr. tried to have a family Tiring, but 
did not succeed. The children were mo 
scattered. Two were in ConDecocaS, some 
in Massachusetts, and one or two in Bhods 
Island. That, I believe, waa fire years ago. 
But, now just think of it, there has been a 
family meeting in Ohio! When Edward 
returned, he brought on Mary, from Hart- 
ford ; William came down from Putnam, 
Ohio ; George from Batavia, Ohio ; Cather- 
ine and Harriet were here already; Henry 
and Charles at home too, besides TimheUn, 
Thomas, and James. These eleven! The 
first time they ever met together! Mary 
had never seen James, and she had seen 
Thomas but once. Such a time as they 
had! The old Dr. was almost transport- 
ed with joy. The affair had been under 
negotiation for some time. He returned from 
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Dayton, late on Saturday evening. The 
next morning they, for the first time, assem- 
bled in the parlor. There were more tears 
than words. The Dr. attempted to pray, 
but could scarcely speak. His full heart 
poured itself out in a flood of weeping. He 
could not go on. Edward continued, and 
each one in his turn uttered some sentences 
of thanksgiving. They then began at the 
head, and related their fulness. After 
special prayer, all joined hands, and sung 
Old Hundred in the words — " From all who 
dwell below the skies." Edward preached 
in his father's pulpit in the morning, William 
in the afternoon, and George in the evening. 
The family occupied the three front pews on 
the broad-aisle. Monday morning they as- 
sembled, and after reading and prayers, in 
which all joined, they formed a circle. The 
Dr. stood in the middle, and gave them a 
thrilling speech. He then went round, and 
gave them each a kiss. They had a happy 
dinner. 

'Presents flowed in from all quarters. 
During the afternoon the house was filled 
with company, each bringing in an offering. 
When left alone at evening, they had a gen- 
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eral examination of all their characters. — 
The shafts of wit flew amain, the Dr. be- 
ing struck through in various places; he 
was, however, expert enough to hit most of 
them in turn. From the uproar of the gen- 
eral battle, all must have been wounded. 
Tuesday morning saw them together again, 
drawn up in a straight line, for the inspec- 
tion of the king of happy men. After re- 
ceiving particular instructions, they formed 
into a circle. The Dr. made a long and 
affecting speech. He felt that he stood for 
the last time in the midst of all his children, 
and each word fell with the weight of a pa- 
triarch's. They will be remembered as his 
dying instructions. He embraced them once 
more in all the tenderness of his big heart. 
Each took of all a farewell kiss. With joined 
hands they joined in a hymn. A prayer 
was offered ; and, finally, the parting blessing 
was sobbed forth. Thus ended a meeting 
which can be rivalled only in that blessed 
home where the ransomed of the Lord, after 
their weary pilgrimage, shall join in the 
praise of the Lamb. May they all be there ! 
* Truly, the crown of old men is their 
children.* 
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WE ARE ALL HERE. 

CHARLES SPRAGUI* 

We are all here, 

Father, mother, 

Sister, brother, 
All who hold each other dear. 
Each chair is filled — we 're all at home! 
To-night let no cold stranger come ; 
It is not often thus around 
Our old familiar hearth we 're found. 
Bless, then, the meeting and the spot ; 
For once be every care forgot ; ' 
Let gentle peace assert her power, 
And kind affection rule the hour, — 

We 're all— all here. 

We 're not all here ! 
Some are away — the dead ones dear, 
Who thronged with us this ancient hearth, 
And gave the hour to guileless mirth. 
Fate, with a stem, relentless hand, 
Looked in and thinned our little band ; 
Some like a night-flash passed away, 
And some sank lingering day by day ; 
The quiet graveyard — some lie there — 
And cruel ocean has his share — 

We 're not all here. 
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We art all here, — 
Even they— the dead — though dead, so dear; 
Fond memory, to her duty true, 
Brings back their faded forms to view ; 
How life-like, through the mist of years, 
Each well-remembered face appears ! 
We see them, as in times long past ; 
From each to each kind looks are cast ; 
We hear their words, their smiles behold — 
They 're round us as they were of old — 

We care all here. 

We are all here, 

Father, mother, 

Sister, brother, 
You that I love, with love so dear. 
This may not long of us be said — 
Soon must we join the gathered dead, 
And by the hearth we now sit round 
Some other circle will be found. 
O, then, that wisdom may we know, 
Which yields a life of peace below ; 
So, in the world to follow this, 
May each repeat, in words of bliss, 

We 're all— all here! 
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THE MEETING OF A FAMILY IN 
HEAVEN. 

REV. J. A. JAMES. 

One of the most exquisite delights which 
we ever experience on earth, is the enjoy- 
ment which springs from the first interview 
with a friend from whom we have been 
separated. And this delight is in proportion 
to the length of time, and greatness of dis- 
tance, and magnitude of danger, which have 
intervened between the separation and the 
meeting. What language can describe the 
thrill of transport, the almost agony of rap- 
ture, which the wife experiences in that 
moment when she receives a husband back 
again to her arms, who has been away from 
home for months, who has been separated 
from her by half the circumference of the 
globe, and threatened to be torn from her 
forever, by the dangers of shipwreck or 
of battle? Or who shall set forth that 
scene of domestic bliss which is exhib- 
ited when the sailor-boy, after having been 
absent for years, returns from the dangers of 
the sea, and the horrors of captivity, to the 
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bosom of his family, and exchanges ecstatic 
greetings with his parents, and his sisters, 
and his brothers, till all seem ready to dis- 
solve with excess of joy ? What then must 
be the meeting of these same relatives in 
heaven, after having been separated by 
worlds and ages? — that meeting when a 
mother receives her children to the skies 
from this degenerate earth, and the father 
hails his offspring from the world of death 
to the region of life and immortality ? Here 
imagination confesses its weakness. It is a 
scene we have never witnessed ourselves, 
nor have we ever conversed with one who 
has. My heart, while I write, seems to beat 
quicker at the thought ; and the very antici- 
pation raises a commotion of pleasurable 
feelings in my bosom, which no words could 
enable me to express. 

Then remember this meeting is not for a 
mere transient interview^ but for an eternal 
association. It is to take place in a world 
where adieus and farewells are a sound un- 
known. What an interruption does it now 
form to the enjoyment of domestic inter- 
course, that the different branches of the 
family cannot always live beneath the same 
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roof, or in the vicinity of their parents. One 
member after another goes from the paternal 
abode, and settles at a distance, till counties 
and perhaps kingdoms separate them from 
each other. Rarely does it happen, where 
the children are numerous and grown to 
maturity, that they can all meet together. 
Occasionally this does happen, perhaps on a 
parent's birthday, or at the festive season 
of the year, and then home puts forth all its 
charms, and pours out in copious streams its 
pure and precious joys. Such a circle is a 
resort of peace and love, where friends and 
dear relations mingle into bliss. The pa- 
rents look with ineffable delight upon their 
children and children's children, and see the 
smiles of love reflected from the happy 
group. Piety gives the finishing touch to 
the picture, when, ere they part, they assem- 
ble round the domestic altar, and after read- 
ing in that Book which speaks of the many 
mansions in our Father's house above, where 
the families of the righteous meet to part no 
more ; and after blending their voices in a 
sacred song of praise to him who hath 
united them, both by ties of nature and of 
grace, they receive the benedictions, and J 
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join in the prayers of their saintly and pa- 
triarchal father, who, over the scene that 
surrounds him, feels a divided heart; one 
moment thinking he has lived long enough 
in that he has been permitted to witness it ; 
but the next, breathing an aspiration to 
heaven for permission to witness it a few 
years longer. 

This scene, and it is not an uncommon 
one, is one of the purest to be found on 
earth. It is, as nearly as it can be, paradise 
restored ; or, if it be, as it certainly is, still 
without the gates of Eden, it is near enough 
to the sacred enclosure to receive some of 
the fruits that drop over the wall. What is 
wanting here ? I answer, Continuance. It 
is bliss only for a season. It is a day that 
will be followed with a night. And the. 
heart was often checked in the full tide of 
enjoyment, in the very meridian of its de- 
lights, by looking at the clock and counting 
how rapidly the hours of felicity were roll- 
ing away, and how soon the signal of part- 
ing would be struck. But the meeting in 
heaven shall be eternal. The family shall 
go no more out forever from the mansion of 
their Father above. Their interview shall 
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not be measured nor limited by time. They 
shall meet for one day ; but then that day 
will be everlasting — for 'there is no night 
there.* They shall spend eternal ages to- 
gether. Neither the fear nor the thought of 
parting shall ever pass like a cloud over the 
orb of their felicity, nor let fall a passing 
shadow to disturb the sunshine of their 
breast. 'We are met,' shall they say one 
to another, 'and we shall part no more. 
Around us is glory, within us is rapture, 
before us is eternity!' 



Let sacred home the temple be 

Of pleasure and repose ; 
The bickerings of anger flee, 

The fruitful source of woes ; 
Soothe in distress, and win to lov«, 

'T will bid all sorrow cease — 
Then shalt thou imitate the dove, 

In pleasure and in peace. 



